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To  the  Right  Honourable 

The  Countess  of  Lincoln. 


Madam, 

I  Truly  wifh  this  Play  were  more 
worthy  of  your  Ladyfhip's  Name. 
Yet  I  do  not  prefume  to  offer  it  to 
you  for  its  poetical  Merit.  I  dedi- 
cate to  you,  Madam,  the  Virtues  of 
your  Sex.  Whatever  feems  to  me 
moft  amiable  and  eftimable  in  Wo- 
man, I  have  endeavoured  to  fhew  in 
the  Characters  of  Eugenia  and  Or- 
phifa.  In  0?~phifa^  that  Fortitude  of 
Spirit^  that  Dignity  of  Sentiments, 
that  exalted  Understanding,  which, 
in  my  Ideas,  form  the  Woman  of 
Quality ;  and  in  Eugenia^  that  Purity 
of  Heart,  that  Gentlenefs  of  Difpofi- 
tion,  that  filial  Piety,  which  give  to 
Youth  its  beft,  its  trueft  Loveiinefs. 

Whether 
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Whether  I  have  fucceeded,  your 
Ladyfhip,  in  your  own  Feelings  and 
Experience,  can  beft  determine.  If 
I  have,  let  me  be  bold  to  exped:  your 
Patronage.  It  is  for  the  Intereft  of 
that  Virtue,  which  you  iove  ;  for  it 
is  not  fufficient,  Madam,  to  pra&ife 
her  Precepts  in  your  own  private 
Life  ;  you  muft  come  forth  and  do 
her  Honour  by  a  public  Appearance 
in  her  Favour.  In  her  Name,  I  ex- 
pert your  Protection  ;  in  her  Name, 
let  me  dare  to  promife,  my  future 
Life,  and  its  beft  Gratitude  fhall  de- 
ferve  it. — I  am, 

Madam, 

Tour  Ladyship^ 

Mojl  obedient  humble  Servant, 

Philip  Francis. 


EUGENIA. 


ACT 


i. 


Mercour  crojfes  the  Stage  ;  fees  Emilia  $ 
endeavours  to  avoid  her.  She  looks  at  Him 
fome  Time  3    then  /peaks, 


/Emilia. 

AH  !  what  a  Look  was  there !  How  his  Eye  ftarted 
As  from  a  Thing  of  Hor-rour  !  I  am  loft  3 
£bandon'd  to  an  unavailing  Penitence, 
To  the  Upbraidings  of  my  own  weak  Heart, 

[Looking  cfter  him* 
ToVirtiie's keen  Ps.eproaches.  Mercour,Merccur — j 
For  all  the  promis'd  Joys  of  Love  and  Conftancy, 
Oh  !  teach  me  not  to  feel  what  now  I  am, 
Or  to  forget  what  late  I  was,  how  blefs'd 
With  Lnnocence — -Alas !  now  loft  for  et'er. 


B 


Mercour 
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Merc  OUR  /peaking  as  he  enters. 
It  was  the  Mufick  of /Emilia's  Voice, 
Tho'  much  untun'd  from  its  delightful  Sounds 
When  harmonb'd  by  Love.     Tell  me,  my  Heart, 
Why  did  /Emilia  call  me  ? 

/Emilia. 

Did  I  call  you  I 
Mercour. 
Repeatedly  ;  with  Accent  moft  alarming. 

jE.MILIA. 
It  was  the  Voice  of  Sorrow  and  Defpair, 
Not  mine. 

Mercour. 
Defpair  !  But  how  can  it  approach  you, 
By  Friendfhip  guarded  in  the  Arms  of  Lore  ? 
Yet  whence  thofe  Staitings  of  the  Soul,  that  rend 
The  labouring  Breaft  ?  Why  melts  your  Eye  upon  me  f 
Whence  is  that  Palencfs  on  my  Fair-one's  Cheek, 
Where  rofy  Love,  with  Pleasure's  Bluflies  glowing, 
Was  wont  to  dwell,  amidft  the  Smiles  of  Beauty  ? 

Emilia. 
And  furc — forbid  it  Love — you're  alter'd  too. 

Are  you  the  fame  ?  as  confhtnt  to  our  Friendfhip ■ 

Mercour. 
As  you  arc  beautiful.     Why  doubts  -/Emilta 
Her  wonur'oub  Power  of  charming  f 
Emilia 

Yet  even  now 
Your  Eye  meets  mine  with  Pain.  Some  fecret  Puipofe 
Turns  it  afide,  and  that  once  dear  Protefting, 
( Which  1  pont  to  warm  with  hisown  Language,) 

Falls  feebly  from  your  Tongue.     Yet  treat  me  nobly. 
For  fuch  a  Wafte  of  Tendernefs  and  Truth, 
U  x  too  nnch for  all  that  I  have  fuffer'd, 

For 
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For  all  I'm  ftill  to  fuffer to  expedt 

A  little  kind  Sincerity  ? 

Mercour. 

^Emilia  ! 
Can  me  fufpeel  the  Heart,  that  fhe  has  form'd  ; 
Where  fits  her  Image,  in  the  Power  of  Beauty, 
To  rule  its  Paflions,  and  infpire  its  Wifhes  ? 

Emilia. 
Tell  me  my  Fate ;  nor  fear,  that  I'll  upbraid  you. 
Nor  (hall  my  Rage,  nor  mail  my  Tears  upbraid  yau3 
Nor  even  my  Love.     I'll  find  a  thoufand  Reafons 
To  juftify  your  Change.     I'll  tell  my  Heart, 
'Midft  its  refenting  Beatings,  that  your  Paftions 
Are  not  your  own ;  that  Love's  inconftant  Pleafures 
Are  facred  to  your  lordly  Sex ;  that  Men, 
However  juft  to  Honour  with  each  other, 
Should  fcorn  their  fond  Engagements  with  a  Woman* 

Mercour. 
I  would  be  juft  to  both.     For  Tome  Days  pall, 
I  own  my  Thoughts  h^  j  been  perplex' d,  confus'd ; 
A  thoufand  varying  Projects  for  your  Kappinefs — i 

JEuiLlA* 

My  Happinefs  I 

Mercour. 

Oh  !  my  .Soul's  higheft Pride, 
Does  it  become  the  Dignity  of  Love, 
To  fteal  into  your  Arms  ;  to  hide  four  Joys 
In  Darknefs  and  Concealment  ?  I'll  no  longer 
Bear  thefe  uncertain,  cafual  Hours  of  Blifs, 
But  let  the  World  behold  and  envy  me 

The  rich  Pofleffion  of  jEm ilia's  Beauties * 

I'll  make  you  mine  for  ever. 

^Emilia, 

Your's  for  ever ! 
B  2  Oh  I 
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Oh  !  let  my  Heart  pour  forth  its  Joy  in  Thanks, 
Forgive  th'  unkind  Sufpicions ;  the  Reproaches— 

Mercour. 
They  were  Sufpicions,  that  arofe  from  Love. 
But  will  you  hear  ? 

/Emilia. 

My  Soul  is  liftcning  to  you. 
Mercour. 
My  Father,  to  fapport  his  Country's  Honour, 
And  his  own  noble  Birth,  in  foreign  EmbaiTies 
Confirm' d  a  fair  Eftate,  and  left  his  Sons, 
(My  Brother  and  myfelf)  dependant  vilely 
Upon  my  Uncle's  Bounty. 

/Emilia. 

Oh  !  how  nobly 
Has  he  difcharg'd  the  facred  Truft  of  Fricndftlip, 
And  Duty  of  a  Parent  ! 

Mercour. 

True  ;   his  Duty  ; 
Then  how  are  we  oblig'd  ?  Curfe  on  the  Nam* 
Of  Obligation.     How  my  Suul  difdains 
This  Infolence  of  Goodnefs,  that  enflaves 
The  free-born  Mind!  Is  not  his  every  Ad, 
An  Infult  on  our  Wants  ?  Has  he  not  gain'd, 
From  our  Diftrefs,  the  Name  he  moil  delights  in, 
The  Name  of  Good  ?  Mcthinks  a  rich  Return 
Fur  trivial  Benefits,  without  the  Slavery 
Of  cndleis  Gratitude. 

Emilia. 

Surely  you  mean 
T'infult  my  Undcrftanding.     As  for  me, 
He  took  me  in  Diftrcfs  of  Infancy, 
The  Orphan  of  his  Friend.     With  every  TenJcrnekv 
Even  of  a  Parent's  Care,  he  form'd  my  Youth, 
Alas  !  in  vain,  to  Sentiments  of  Virtue. 

Here 
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|£ere  were  no  Ties  of  Blood,  no  Senfe  of  Duty  ; 
JTwas  innate  Goodnefs,  and  my  grateful  Soul 
Through  all  its  Feelings  thanks  him.  But  forgive,  mej 
I  interrupted  you. 

Mercour. 

The  fair  Eugenia, 
His  much  lov'd  Daughter— 
Emilia,  afide 
Ah  !  what  means  my  Heart 
By  its  tumultuous  Beating  ! 

Mercour. 

Vain  and  haughty, 
Bred  in  the  virtuous  Principles  of  Pride 
By  her  affected  Governefs— 
./Emilia. 

Orphisa? 
Mercour. 
Ay,  (he,  who  even  in  Poverty  afTumes 
An  Infolence,  that  treats  me  with  Difdain, 
And  has  xefus'd  a  Bribe,  which  might  have  purcl^Ai 
A  wealthier  Honefty. 

^Emilia. 

A  Bribe  !  For  what  ? 
Mercour. 
I  would  have  galn'd  her  to  befriend  my  Purpofe 
On  her  fair  Pupil ;  'midft  the  folemn  LeiTons, 
(With  which,  forfooth,  fhe  forms  her  Heart  to  Wifdom) 
To  fteal  a  kindly  Mention  of  my  Love 
Into  her  Breafl,  and  mix  me  with  its  PafHons. 

./Emilia. 
Wild nefs  and  Horrour !  Paffions  !  Love!  EuGJEtfiA  ! 
Yet,  yet,  be  kind,  and  eafe  my  tortur'd  Heart. 

Mercour. 
This  Morn,  I  mean  to  afk  her  of  her  Father, 
And  if  he,  eafy  Man.  (hould  grant  her  to  me, 

B  3  Wijfr 
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With  that  unmeafurable  Wealth,  his  Age 
Hath  long  amafs'd,  when  a  few  Days  are  fpent 
In  the  cold  Duties  of  the  nuptial  Bed, 
We'll  fly,  ^Emilia,  to  fome  diftant  Realm  ; 
Enjoy  each  other  ;  be  a  prcfent  Wonder, 
And  leave  to  future  Times  a  bright  Example 
Of  Conilancy  In  Love. 

./Emilia. 

A  brcathlefs  Horrour 
Heaves,  panting,  at  my  Heart.     Outcafts  of  Virtue, 
What  Nation  will  receive  us  ?   Whither  fly  ? 
Where-c'cr  the  Sun  drives  round  the  various  Day, 
'Tis  the  fame  Sun,  that  here  beheld  our  Guiit. 
In  vain,  the  Midnight  Cloud  (hall  fall  upon  us, 
Nor  fh;Jl  the  Grave's  eternal  Darknefs  hide  it  ; 
'Twill  me  to  future  Worlds.     Oh  !  could  we  fly- 
Far  from  all  human  Converfe ;  from  ouifelv.  , 

From  ConfcienCC  and  from  Memory ■ 

Me&cour. 
■  ./Emilia, 

I  have  no  Time  to  wafle  in  idle  Arguments 
On  vifionar)  !  .     Let  me  rather, 

land  your  Aid  ;  th'  Afliftance  of  your  Friendship 
With  this  fond  Girl.     It  is  your  Intereft,  Fair-one  ; 
And  Intcrefr,  our  bed  Wifdom,  fliould  inftruct  you 
To  try  your  Sex's  Arts  to  win  her  for  me. 
u  know  their  :  micnts. 

A 

,    'tis  juft. 
\  M  exquifil  ,  this  purpos'd  Infult. 

And  mark  k,  i  Ones,  like  me, 

Thus  fhal!  it  ever  prove,  who  firft  betrays, 
iVUl  firfl  infult  our  Weakness.     Hear  me,  Sir, 
Fall'n  as  I  am  from  Honour,   loft  to  Fame, 
A  yet  dare  not  think, 

I 
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I  bafely  can  betray  another's  Innocence. 

Be  wife,  and  dread  the  Wildnefs  of  my  Temper, 

Left  it  ftart  out  in  Madnefs  to  deftroy 

Myfelf  and  Thee,  with  Horrours  worthy  both.     {Exit, 

MercoUR. 
There  goes  the  Sex's  Virtue,  and  their  Spirit. 
But  that  I  know  her  Pride,  her  Senfe  of  Shame 
(Thefe  too  are  female  Virtues)  I  might  fear 
The  Wildnefs  of  her  Threats.     But  foft,  my  Uncle ! 
Now  for  a  foothing  Tale  of  Love  and  Rapture 
For  my  fair  Coufin.     Yet — I  think — I  love  her  ; 
Not  like  my  Brother,  for  (I  know  not  what) 
Some  fentimental  Merit.     Mine  are  Ardours, 
Kindling  by  Nature  at  the  Sight  of  Beauty. 
But  now  my  other  Face  $  dear,  dear  Diflembling. 

Enter  Dqrimond. 

Mercour. 
Joy  to  the  Morning,  Sir,  whofe  Light  reftores 
Your  Power  of  doing  Good,  your  fole  Delight. 

Dorimond. 
Thanks,  gentle  Nephew ;  for  methinks  I  feel 
Your  pious  Wifh.     My  Soul  fits  light  within  me, 
As  confeious  of  ibme  happier  Hours  approaching. 

Mercour. 
JTis  Heaven,  in  Bounty  to  the  Good  and  Virtuous, 
That  gives  this  Fore-tafte  of  approaching  Happinefs, 
And  dafhes  the  prefumptuous  Villain's  Hopes 
With  vifionary  Bondings. 

Dorimond,  turning  a  little  frc?n  Mercour, 
Truly  faid. 
How  nobly  juft  are  all  his  Sentiments ! 

Mercour. 
No  wonder,  Sir  ;    I  learn'd  them  all  from  you. 

Your  Converfe,  and  Example -i — 

B  4  Dorimoxd. 
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DORIMON'D. 

Stop  we  here  ; 
The  reft  were  Flatt'rv.     Let  us  change  the  Subje£l. 
When  you  and  my  fair  Ward,  /Emilia,  meet, 
I  have  obferv'd  (nor  think  me  grown  too  curious) 
Your  Eyes  maintain  a  gentle  Correfpondence 
Of  many  a  tender  Meaning. 

Mercour,  afule. 

Then  I'm  ruin'd. 

DORIMOKD. 

Her  Father  was  my  Friend,  brave,  wife,  and  honeft  ; 
You  were  his  Favourite  ;  he  much  efteem'd  you, 
And  made  mc  firft  obferve  that  open  Nature, 
For  which  I  fince  have  lov'd  you. 
I  know  he  gladly  would  have  feen  his  Daughter 
The  happy,  wedded  Partner  of  your  Merit. 

Mercour,  a/UU, 
This  Stroke  has  Thunder  in  it. 

DORIMON'D. 

Therefore  think. 
If  a  fuy  Third  of  all  that  I  poiTefs 

pan  make  you  happy 

Mercour, 

Sir,  enjoy  it  long 

Dor  i  M  on  d. 
I  ppfl  enjoy  it ;  if  I  make  you  happy. 

Mercour. 
V  r  me  alone.     I  foi\g  have  known  your  Bounty^ 
(My  very  Beii:  let  it  extend 

loingA&S  of  Charity,  Companion, 
And  univcrfal  Love.     Open  the  Gates 
Of  Liberty  to  Wretches,  loft  in  Dungeons ; 
Relieve  th'  Oppreft,  aflcrt  the  Orphan's  Rights., 
And  teach  the  Widow's  Heart  to  fing  for  Joy 


With 
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With  Bounty  guide  the  partial  Hand  of  Fortune, 
And  make  the  Virtuous  happy. 

Dorimond. 

Nor  (hall  thefe, 
(The  Duties  of  our  Being)  be  neglected. 
But  let  me  afk  your  Heart,  how  it  approves 
Of  my  Propofal. 

Mercour. 
Sir,  my  Will  is  yours  j 
And  my  Obedience — — 

Dorimond. 
No  -,  fpeak  freely  to  mc. 
Mercour. 
Sir,  if  I  muft  obey  you — -Let  me  own 
JEm ilia  has  her  Charms ;  my  Eye  confefTes  them  £ 
But  not  the  Charm  of  Looks,  the  frail  Delight 
Of  Beauty  can  fubdue  a  Heart  like  mine. 
Superior  Senfe,  the  Beauties  of  the  Soul, 
That  Dignity  of  Sex,  which  can  chaftife 
The  Wifhes  it  infpires,  tho'  pure  as  Innocence  5 
—Such  are  Eugenia's  Charms. 
Dorimond. 

Eugenia's! 
Mercour. 

Sir! 

DoRlMO^ND. 

You  ftand  amaz'd.     What  can  this  Tranfport  mean  ? 

Mercour. 
Qh  !  give  me  back  the  dear,  the  fatal  Name, 
That  my  Diftraclion  utter'd.     Wild  it  ftarted 
From  the  quick  Pantings  of  my  Heart. 

Dorimond. 

Surprizing  ! 
In  one  of  your  cool  Temper  ?  Knows  Eugenia 
Your  PafTion  for  her  J 

Mercour, 
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Mercour. 
Sir,  you  hold  me  honeft, 
Nor  would  I  lofe  my  own,  my  Self-Elteem, 
Or  bear  the  Woundings  of  a  fecret  Bafenefs, 
Even  for  Eugenia's  Beauties.     Then  imagine, 
Whether  I  could  prefume,  without  your  Leave, 
To  talk  to  her  of  Love. 

DORIMOND. 

Still  truly  juft. 
I  own,  I  meant  to  give  her  to  your  Brother. 
His  Gayety  of  Ycuth,  I  thought,  might  charm 
The  fancy  of  a  Girl  ;  but  as  ye  both 
Divide  my  Heart,  and  fhare  my  heft  Efteem, 
It  is  to  me  indifferent,  who  gains  her. 
I  will  propofe  you  to  her,  and  (hall  plead 
Your  elder  Claim  of  Birth-right,  as  of  Love. 

Mercour. 
May  Love's  own  Eloquence  infpire  your  Tongue. 
Paint  the  pure  Pafllon  of  my  Love,  refin'd 
From  fordid  Intcrefts,  as  from  fenfual  Meanings, 
And  with  a  Parent's  foft  Authority, 
Oh  !  win  her  to  Obedience. 

Dorimond. 

No  ;  I  dare  not. 
]  muft  difclaim  all  other  Influence, 
Than  that  of  tender  and  pcrfuafive  Reafon. 

Mercour. 
T.-.-r  me  difclaim  it  too.     Ungenerous  thought  ! 
In  which  my  honed  Heart  had  no  Conccin:::c:irv 

Dorimond  going. 
J  do  believe  it. 

Mvrcour  a/Ms. 

Yes,  in  Truth,  you  may. 
Th'  urrlucky  Thought  efcap'd  me. 


D:RIMOK 


EUGENIA.  ii 

DoRlMOND  returning. 

But  Emilia— 

My  fecond  Care 1  think,  your  Brother's  Heart 

Is  not  infenfible,  and  fhe  has  Beauty — 
My  Age  rejoices  in  the  Hope.     This  Moment — - 
Yes — I'll  propofe  her  to  him,  for  their  Union, 
And  yours  with  my  Eugenia,  are  alone 
My  earneft  Prayer  to  Heaven.  [Exit, 

Mercour. 

What  eafy  Creatures 
Are  thefe  fame  honed  Men  !  fo  credulous, 
They're  hardly  worth  deceiving.     But  this  Governefs— 
My  Uncle  muft  difcharge  her,  though  her  Pride 
Will  fcorn  to  own,  I  could  fufpect.  her  Honefty. 

^Emilia  wed  my  Brother  ! Honour  !  Confcience  I 

I  feel  ye  not ;  then  why  fhould  I  believe 

An  Idiot's  Tale  about  ye.     But — impofiible- 

'Tis  beyond  Hope — He  never  can  confent — He  comes. 

And  with  him Arm  in  Arm a  common  Soldier  ! 

Who  can  it  be?  At  Sight  of  me,  they  ftart. 
'Tis  Guilt ;  'tis  Fear  ;  at  lead  it  is  Sufpicion, 
\Vell=!nan2g'd,  to  produce  moil  precious  Mifchief, 

Enter  Clerval, 
Clerval. 
Good  morrow,  Brother;  is  our  Uncle  rifeni 

Mercour. 
He  is,  fince  early  Morning,  and  defires, 
Impatiently  to  fee  you. 

Clerval. 

I  could  wifh3 
He  might  not  knew  you  told  me. 
Mrrcour. 

As  you  pleafe. 

Cleeval. 
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Clerval. 
I  had  engag'd  to  do  an  Act  of  Kindnefs, 
This  Morning,  for  a  brave  Unfortunate, 
Whom  highly  I  elUcm. 

Mercour. 

Perhaps  the  Perform 
Whom  now  you  parted  with  ? 

Clerval. 

The  fame.     His  Story 
(Which  yet  Vm  not  at  Liberty  to  tell  you) 
Is  full  of  Wonders,  mix'd  with  fuch  Misfortunes— «■* 

Mercour. 
Has  he  been  long  at  Paris  ? 

Clerval. 

He  arriv'd, 
jBut  lately  from  our  Settlements  in  India. 
Laft  Night  I  brought  him  with  me  from  the  Armyf 
Where,  though  conceal'd  beneath  that  mean  Difguife, 
Yet  his  great  Spirit,  through  the  Ranks  of  War, 
Diffus'd  a  Soldier's  Warmth The  Warmth  of  Glory. 

Mercour. 
May  I  not  know  him  ?  I,  perhaps,  can  ferve  him. 
Why  may  not  I  be  fruited  with  this  Secret? 

Clerval. 
jft  is  the  Secret  of  my  Friend,  not  mine. 

Mercour. 
I  m  fatisfied.     It  is  molt  noble  in  you 
To  fuccour  the  DiftreiVd.     Yet  your  own  Happincf* 
Might  well  employ  a  youthful  Lover's  Cares 
£o  near  his  nupiial  Day. 

Clerval. 

My  nuptial  Day  f 
ucour. 
.  fecm  furpriz'd.     Has  not  my  Uncle  told  you, 

He 


EUGENIA.  13 

He  means  to  gi\  e  you  his  beloved  Daughter, 

The  fair 

Clerval. 
Eugenia ! 

Mercour. 

No,  the  fair  ^Emilia  j 
In  every  real  Tendernefs  of  Heart, 
As  much  his  Daughter,  as  the  young  Eugenia. 
Clerval. 

0  my  deluded  Soul !  How  fwift  was  Hope 
To  catch  th'  imaginary  Joy  !  Oh  !  Brother  ! 

Mercour. 
NowforaStrain  of  Rapture,  [aftde.]  Speak,  good  Brother* 

Clerval. 
In  vain  would  I  conceal  my  Soul's  Confufion; 

1  am  untaught  to  hide  the  rifing  Pafilon. 
Tell  me  for  whom,  the  happieft  of  his  Kind, 
Is  the  dear  Maid,  her  Sex's  Pride  and  Envy, 
For  whom  defign'd  ? 

Merccur. 

Is  fhe,  indeed,  this  Wonder  f 

Clerval. 
Sure  fhe  was  form'd  in  fome  indulgent  Hour, 
Which  blefs'd  the  Works  of  Nature  with  PerfecTion^ 
That  Truth  and  Honour  might  with  Beauty  dwell, 
And  Virtue  with  the  chafte  Delights  of  Love. 

Mercour. 
Such- are  the  Dreams  of  Lovers.     As  for  me, 
Who  think,  perchance,  with  lefs  myfterious  Reverence,- 
As  with  lefs  Rapture,  of  a  Woman's  Worth, 
I  take  her'  ■        « 

Glerval. 
Brother ! 

Mercovrv 
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Mercour. 

For  fome  wifer  Reafons  j 
Some  truer  Merit.     To  deal  frankly  with  you, 
The  Father's  Fortune  is  the  Daughter's  Beauty. 

Clerval. 
Be  wifer  (till.     Enjoy  my  Uncle's  Fortune. 

Let  me  poflefs Oh  !  give  her  to  my  Arms, 

Rich  in  herfelf,  in  her  own  native  Wealth 

Of  Youth  and  Beauty,  give  the  charming  Maid, 

And  make  your  Brother  happy. 

Mercour. 

Clerval,  hold. 
Thefe  Tranfports,  if  I  thought  Eugenia  knew  them* 

Much  more  encourag'd  them We  yet  are  Brothers, 

But  learn  to  think  lefs  warmly  of  the  Woman, 

Whom  you,  perhaps  tomorrow,  may  call  Sifter.  [Exit. 

Clerval. 
To-morrow,  and  my  Sifter !   What !  no  more  ! 
Only  a  Day,  and  fuch  a  Day  of  Horrour, 
Between  my  Fate  and  me  ! 

Enter  Delville. 

Clerval. 

Come  now,  my  Lord* 
And  aftei  fifteen  Years  of  Banifhment, 
(While  every  Clime  had  its  peculiar  Sorrows) 
Behold  a  new  Diftiefs. 

Delville. 

Sure  I  have  fecn 
Affliction's  various  Forms.     Is  there  a  Grief, 
That  faddena  human  Life,  I  have  not  known  ? 

Clerval. 
EuGBfUA —  [Delville  Jfan 

Ha  !  f  leaning  in  it. 

Then  you  have  heard,  you  know,  —  Let  me  conjure  you? 

Civ€  me  each  Circumftjutcfe — — 

Delville, 
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Delville. 

By  holy  Friendfhip, 
My  Wonder  was  to  hear  that  Name  pronoune'd 
In  Accents  of  Defparr. 

Clekval. 

Oh  !  it  was  once—* 
'Twas  Mufic  tun'd  by  Love.     'Tis  loft  for  ever. 
My  Brother's  Wife,  my  Sifter ;  thefe  are  Names 
My  Tongue  muft  learn.     Eugenia's  is  no  more. 
Pafs  but  a  few  fhort  Hours— I  dare  not  think  on't. 
My  Sifter's  Lover !  Mifery  and  Horrcur  I 

Delville. 
Fly  to  your  Uncle  ;  pour  your  Heart  before  him  ; 
The  Heart  has  a  peculiar  Eloquence 
To  plead  the  Caufe  of  Love. 

Clerval. 

Has  not  my  Brother 
The  Aids  of  Art  to  paint  th'  unconfeious  Paflion  I 
Eugenia's  Virtues,  tho'  he  feel  them  not, 
Her  Beauties,  though  he  gaz'd  infenfibie, 
Are  ample  Themes  for  counterfeited  B-apture. 
But  why — my  Lord,  your  Day  of  Happinefs, 
Tho'  long  o'ercaft,  again  is  opening  on  you5 
Why  mould  I  cloud  it  o'er  ? 

Delville. 

And  can  you  think, 
That  I'll  enjoy  the  Blefiings  you  reftore  me, 
My  Sovereign's  Pardon,  Honours,  Friends,  and  Fame, 
TiHyouare  happy  ?  Nor  defpair,  my  Clerval, 
For,  if  without  Prefumption  to  high  Heaven, 
The  Virtuous  muft  be  happy. 

Clerval. 

Whence,  my  Lord1, 
Are  your  Misfortunes  then  f 

Delville. 
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Delville. 

From  Guilt  and  JufticC. 
Did  I  not  break  the  Laws  of  Earth  and  Heaven  ? 
When  for  a  Point  of  Honour*  falfe,  falfe  Honour, 

I  kill'd  the  Partner  of  my  Soul  ;  my  Friend 

I  lov'd  him,  I  cfleem'd  him and  I  kill'd  him* 

Clerval. 
The  King,  the  Judge  of  Honour,  asofjuftice, 
Declares  you  innocent. 

Delville. 

Bat  in  that  Court, 
Where  Confcience,  Heaven's  Vice-gcrcnt,  fits  fuprema, 
Who  fliull  acquit  me  there  ? 

Clerval. 

You  think  too  deeply. 
Delville. 
The  King  is  gracious  ;  but  in  vain  his  Mercy, 
Till  I  can  find  that  dear,  that  bofonrd  Blifs, 
For  whom  alone  I  live.     Driven  from  her  Arms 
To  hopdefi  Banifhment  ;  from  the  pure  Joys, 
That  blefs  the  nuptial  Bed.— 
Clerval. 

And  yet,  my  Lord, 
Until  your  Pardon  pafs  the  ufual  Forms, 
(For  you  have  powerful  Enemies)  this  Habit, 
For  a  few  Hours,  (no  more)  muft  ftill  conceal  you. 

Delville. 
[  will  reprefs  thefe  Longings  of  the  Heart, 
And  wait,  my  Clerval, — think  with  what  Impatience* 
For  News  of  your  E  u g  e  n  i  a  . 

Clerval. 

My  EtfGEfciA ! 
O  Sounds,  how  charming  to  the  Hopes  of  Love. 
C  jme  Love,  and  Virtue  come  ;  unite  your  Powers, 
Infpire  my  Heart,  with  Honour  how  to  gain  her, 

Orteftoh  ifr*~ Oh  ' without  a  Crime  tolofc  her. 

ACT 
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ACT      II. 

Dorimond  and  Eugenia  meeting, 

DoRIMOND. 

MY  Morning's  Joy,  may  all  its  deareft Bleflings, 
As  fall  its  Dews  on  Earth,  defcend  upon  you. 
Sure  my  Eugenia,  rifing  with  the  Morn, 
Steals  her  Complexion  from  her.     Why  thofe  Bluihes  ? 
A  Father's  Praife  is  but  th'  Excefs  of  Fondnefs, 
The  Over-flowing  of  a  Heart,  that  loves  you. 

Eugenia. 
And  can  I  wifh  it  more  ?  This  tender  Proof, 
That  your  Eugenia's  not  difpleafing  to  you, 
Is  far  beyond  all  Praife. 

Dorimond. 

MyLife'sfirftBleffingj 

But  yet  its  tender  Care,  and  foft  Anxiety- 

For  while  my  Heart,  with  pleafurable  Fondnefs, 
Pours  its  Affections  o'er  you,  Hill  it  trembles 
With  ftrongly  imag'd  Fears. 

Eugenia. 

Alas  !  my  Father ! 
Dorimond. 
If  Heaven's  Indulgence  fhould  no  longer  fpare  me 

To  this  delightful  Tafk,  to  form  your  Youth => 

But  I'll  not  pain  thy  gentle  Difpofition. 
I  came  to  talk  to  you  of  Happinefs, 
Thou  Fondnefs  of  my  Soul. 

Eugenia  afide. 

Where  will  this  end  ? 

G  D«h 
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DORIMOND. 

Tell  me,  Eugenia,  can  a  Virgin's  Heart 
Conceive  the  chafte  Delights,  the  pure  Endearments, 
That  dwell  with  wedded  Love  ;  where  holy  Friendfhip 
Inlpires  the  mutual  Wifh  ;  where  equal  Interefls 
Produce  an  equal  Blifs  \  where  each  is  happy 
In  tli*  Other's  Ilappinefs  ? 

Eugenia. 

Sir,  may  I  own, 
If  the  Acquaintance  of  a  Man  of  Worth 
Be  truly  valuable,  how  much  more  dear 
Muft  his  Alliance  be,  his  kindred  Virtues? 
To  have  my  Underftanding  form'd,  improv'd, 
E   I  irg'd  by  his  fuperior  Senfe  j  to  fhare 
In  the  Efl  -r/s  paid  him  by  his  Friends, 

Or  by  the  public  Voice,  that  fpeaks  his  Worth- 
It  there  were  fuch  a  Man 

DORIMOND. 

There  IS,  there  is. 
Whom  his  own  Sex  eftecms  for  manly  Virtue, 
And  yours  mi L  Iter  Art, 

Which  makes  that  Virtue  amiable. 
But  as  the  higheft  Proof  how  dear  I  hold  him, 
(Fur  Nature  bids  me  love  him,  as  my  Kinfman) 
I  dare  to  trail  him  with  Eugenia's  Happinefs. 

Eugenia  a 
It  is bcftillmy  Heart* -It  muft  beCLERV.. 

To  DoRIMOND. 

What  has  my  Soul,  but  Gratitude  and  Love, 
What  has  my  Duty,  Sir,  but  its  Obedience, 

To  pay  you  back  this  wondrous  Tendcrnefs  ? 

DORIMOND. 

Then  I  Ice  him  from  my  Hand,  my  Heart,  my  Judgment, 
happy  Nephew  Mercour.     Ha  !  that  trembling, 

'!  •   <  rhted  Che 

it  can  it  mean?  Wh  <ufe  Tears,  Eugenia? 

Eu- 
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Eugenia. 

They  are  not  mine ;  they  flart  involuntary 
From  Paflions,  not  my  own.     But,  Sir,  my  Will, 
My  Duty,  Love,  and  Gratitude  are  mine, 
And  they  fhall  all  obey  you. 

Dorimond. 

No,  my  Child; 
I  am  a  Father  ;  would  be  thought  a  Friend, 
Whom  Nature  has  entrufled  with  your  Happinefi ; 
Whofe  more  experienc'd  Age  might  influence, 
But  not  controul,  your  Choice.     Yet  this  hereafter. 
For  now  my  Heart's  too  full— of  Tendernefs.  [Going, 

Eugenia. 
Yet  flay,  Oh  !  flay;  I'll  flop  thefe  gufhing  Tears, 
Since  they  difpleafe  you.     Do  not  leave  me  thus. 
This  the  iirfl  Time  (think  how  my  Heart  muft  feel  ]}.) 
I  ever  knew  your  Anger,  your  Difpleafure. 

Dorimond  embracing  her. 
Is  this  to  be  difpleas'd  ?   Is  this  like  Anger  ? 
Indulgent  Nature  hovers  o'er  her  Works, 
As  they  yet  rife  to  Life,  with  lefs  fond  Pleafure 
Than  fills  thy  Father's  Breaft ;  nor  will  I  afk 

Why  you  are  thus  alarm'd .Some  other  Time— 

Enter  Orphisa. 
Or  phis  a,  take  my  Daughter  to  your  Care. 

[Exit  Dorimond* 
Eugenia.  Orphisa. 
Orphisa. 
Your  Father  flrangely  mov'd,  and  you  in  Tears ! 
Could  you  offend  him,  or  can  he  be  angry  ? 

Eugenia. 
Tho'  always  mofl  indulgent,  yet  this  Morning 
Sure  never  was  a  Father's  Fondnefs  fhewn 
In  fuch  exceeding  Tendernefs. 

C  2  Or.- 
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Orphisa. 

Then  what 

Afflicts  you  thus? 

Eugenia. 

His  Tcndernefs,  Orphisa, 
Afflicting,  as  his  Anger.     Yet  even  now 
He  thinks  me  difobedient,  bafe,  ungrateful. 

[Looking  after  Dorimond. 

Oh  !  Sir thefe  Tears this  Sorrow  of  my  Soul 

Is  this  like  Difobcdiencc  ?  This,  Ingratitude  ? 

[Turning  to  Orphisa. 
You,  Madam,  who  have  form'd  my  Heart,  muft  know  it : 
Am  I  ungrateful  ?  Can  Ingratitude, 
(The  bafeft  Vice  that  taints  the  human  Heart) 
Dwell  with  the  Lcflbns  you  have  planted  there  ? 

Orphisa. 
Yet  may  I  undcrftand  you  ? 

Eugenia.' 

Pi  ay  forgive  me. 
While  he  pronoune'd  his  Morning-Bleflings  o'er  me, 
His  Looks  were  full  of  Care  and  foft  Anxiety. 
He  talk'd  to  me  of  Happinefs  ;  of  Marriage  ; 
And  earned  wifh'd  to  fee  my  Fate  united 
With  one,  whom  he  defcrib'd  with  every  Art, 
With  every  Charm,  that  gains  Elleem  and  Love, 

Orphisa  a  fide. 
Sure  I  once  knew  the  dear  Original 

Qi  this  delightful  Picture Pray  go  on. 

\  £  K I A , 
With  confeious  Eye,  where  Joy  and  Rapture  fhone, 
I  view'd  thepleafing  Portrait  ;  I  compar'd  it 
With  that,  which  Love  had  piclur'don  my  Heart, 
And  found  the  Likencls  real.     Think,  Orphisa, 
What  Horrors  fill'd  my  Eve,  my  Heart,  my  Brain, 
When  ,  with  a  much  unufual  Warmth,  he  cry'd, 

«  Then 
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"  Then  take  him  from  my  Hand,  my  Heart,  my  Judg- 
ment, 

My  happy  Nephew Merc  our  !  " 

Orphisa  afide. 

Poor  Eugenia  ! 
Perceiv'd  he  your  Confufion  ? 

Eugenia, 
It  was  not  in  the  Power  of  Artifice, 
Sure  not  in  my  Simplicity  to  hide, 
Or  to  difguife  it.   While  my  Tongue  ftopp'd,  faultering, 
Unknowing  how  to  anfwer  ;  every  Feature 
Too  ftrongly  told  th'  Averfion  of  my  Soul. 

Orphisa. 
Whence  this  Averfton  r  In  the  World's  Opinion, 
(Which  feidom  judges  wrong,  when  it  commends) 
Mercour  has  Merit ;  an  extenfive  Knowledge, 
In  Letters  and  in  Men,  with  ever)'  Elegance, 
That's  form'd  and  polifh'd  by  the  Arcs  of  Courts. 
May  I  not  fear,  that  Mercour's  greateft  Fault 
Is  Clerval's  being  amiable  ? 

Eugenia. 
No,  Madam. 
It  is  not  that  my  Judgment  difeftecms  him. 
There's  fomewhat  in  him,  that  my  Nature  ftarts  at, 
An  Inftinct  of  Averfion. 

Orphisa. 

But  his  Brother- 

I  will  allow  his  Worth- Yet  ajl  Engagements     ■      ■ 

Eugenia. 
That  never  (hall  tranfgrefs  the  Bounds  of  Duty, 
Not  even  in  Thought — Will  you  condemn  them,  Madam  ? 

Orphisa. 
I  do  ;  I  muft  ;  without  your  Father's  Knowledge. 
The  Maid,  who  loves  her  Innocence,  fhould  bluih 
If  e'er  her  wandering  Eye  excite  the  Hope 

C  3  Of 
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Of  fecrer  '  tif  ev'na  Crime  to  pleafe, 

Which  Virtue  ftartles  at.     Oh  !  would  Eugenia 

:  the  Spit  it  of  Virtue  ;  let  the  Scnfe 
I  •    infpirehcrBnaft, 

And  at  the  M  Altar  offer  up 

The  f  the  Heart ;  that  nobleft  Sacrifice, 

V.    .  .  ar,  of  Virtue,  and  of  Heaven — 

Eugenia. 

And  will  high  Heaven  be  mock'd  with  fuch  a  Sacrifice  ? 

And  (1l.11  I  give  my  Hand,  that  facred  Pledge 

Of  Love  and  Truth,  to  him  my  Soul  abhors  ? 

Shall  I  deceive  even  him  ?  Shall  I  profane 

The  Altar  and  its  Rites  with  Vows  of  Falfhood  ? 

There  fhall  I  learn  Diffimulation  ?  there 

Firft  fpeak  a  Language,   foreign  to  my  Heart? 

Ye  bleiTed  Saints  and  Angels,  fhall  ye  hear 

)'.v\l  Lips  pronour.ee  the  fulemn  Promife 
Of  cverlalling  Love  to  one  I  hate  ? 
Orphisa. 
All  holy  Things  forbid.      I  durft  not  think  it. 
Yet  when  th'  Affections  hear  the  Voice  of  Reafon, 
They  rife,  like  pureft  Inccnfe,  from  the  Heart. 
Then,  who  fhall  rob  the  Father  of  his  Right, 
His  Child's  Obedience  ?   Not  his  Voice  alone, 
'Tis  Nature's  primal  Law,  that  bids,  obey; 
And  Heaven  has  promia'd  to  this  firft  of  Duties 
Its  firft  of  Blcffings. 

Eugenia. 

But  to  live,  Orphisa, 
A  mcr.n  DifTetnbler  of  the  Heart's  Affeclions, 

While  Duty  coldly  acts  the  part  of  Love 

Guide  of  my  Youth,  Direclreteof  my  Life, 
Teach  me,  fof  fit* e-  j6a  know,  th' unerring  Path, 
That  leads  to  Happinefs. 

Or- 
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Orphisa. 

There  is  but  one  ; 
Not  hard  to  find,  th'  unerring  Path  of  Virtue. 
Virtue,  that  in  itfelf  commands  its  Happinefs, 
Of  every  outward  Object  independant. 
I  fee  you're  mov'd.     Af  fome  more  temperate  Hour 
We  may  reiume  the  Subject.      Only  this, 
Let  not  Averfion,  Prejudice  or  Pailion, 
And,  above  all,  let  us  not  fuffer  Clerval      [Smiling. 
To  mix  a  Lover's  Reafoning  with  our  Councils. 
You  mutt  not  fee  him. 

Eugenia. 

How  can  I  avoid  him  ? 
Look  where  he  comes. 

Orphisa. 

Retire.     Depend  upon  me. 
I'll  take  a  tender  Care  of  all  your  Interefts. 

Eugenia  looking  back  as  fie  goes  cut. 
O Clerval.     Clerval! 

Enter  Clerval. 
Orphisa  as  Clerval  enters. 
How  her  Eyes  fpoke  a  ftreaming  Tendernefs, 
Beyond  all  Power  of  Language. 
Clerval. 

Stay,  Eugenia, 
Tell  me  my  Fate,  whate'er  you  purpofe  for  me. 

Cruel O  fpeak  tome— —unkind  Eugenia. 

Orphisa, 

Sir,  fhe  has  ordered  me 

Clerval. 

There  needs  not,  Madam, 

A  Tale  of  cruel  Pity  to  inform  me 

I  fee  it  plain that  I  am  moft  undone. 

Your  Influence,  Madam,  your  too  rigid  Virtue— 

C  4  Or- 
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Orphisa. 

-a* 

You  cannot,  Sir,  imagine  mc  your  Enemy. 

Clerval. 
I  know  you  cannot  be  an  Enemy  ; 
But  can  you  be  the  Lover's  Friend,  who  think 
That  Love  is  Weaknefs  r  She,  whofe  Virtue  fits 
Above  the  Paflions,  how  can  fhe  forgive 
Their  leaft  Mifrulc  in  others  ?   Can  (he  pity 
Thofe  lbfter  Yicldings,  which  fhe  ne'er  experience  ? 

Orphisa. 
I  would  not,  Sir,  be  thought  infenfible 
Even  to  the  fofteft  Yieldings  of  the  Heart, 

For  I  have  known  them  all.  [J/idt, 

Clerval. 

Then  tell  Eugenia, 
Let  mc  conjure  you  tell  her,  that  my  Heart 
Ne'er  felt  the  Power  of  Beauty  for  another, 
Nor  Hopes,  nor  Fear--,  nor  Wifhes ;  that  my  Eye, 
Ne'er  gaz'd  with  Joy  on  any  other  Form. 
Witnef-,  ye  Powers,  who  view  our  inmoft  Thoughts, 
And  fee  the  Mind  yet  rifing  into  Action, 
Did  I  e'er  think  of  Happinefs  without  her, 
Or  feel  a  Grief,  but  as  it  gave  her  Pain. 

Orphisa. 
Is  there  not  too  much  Warmth,  too  much  of  Paffion 
In  this  Protefting  ?  When  that  Youth  and  Beauty 
(Whofe  very  Nature  is  Decay  and  Frailty) 
Which  now  infpire  thefe  Tranfports,  fhall  decay, 
Will  they  not  alter  too  ?  Will  they  not  change  ? 

Clerval. 
Yes,  Madam,  when  Difcretion,  Senfe,  and  Honour, 
(Thefe  are  Eugenia's  Beauties)  change  their  Nature  ; 
Then  fhall  my  PaiTion  change.     If  it  be  Paffion, 

'Ti* 
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'Tis  form'd  of  purer  Fire,  than  that  which  warms 
Our  Senfe  to  Beauty. 

Orphisa. 

Sir,  I  mud  confefs, 
Thefe  Sentiments  mod  noble.     I  acknowledge, 
When  Virtue  rules  the  Pafiions,  they  are  virtuous. 

But  how  can  I  oblige  you  ?  Is  it  fitting 

Shall  I,  the  Guardian  of  Eugenia's  Youth, 
I,  who  mould  aid  her  to  controul  her  Heart, 
Fill  her  foft  Soul  with  Love's  tumultuous  Cares  ? 
With  Love,  that  in  itfelf  is  all  the  Pailions  ? 

Clerval. 
I  am  perhaps,  but  an  improper  Judge 
Of  this  calm,  temperate  Reafoning.     But  my  Uncle- 
No  Motive  there  of  Duty  can  reftrain  you. 
I  know  how  highly  he  efteems   your  Merit. 
Let  me  conjure  you  then 

Orphisa. 

1  muft  not  hear  you. 

My  Duty,  Sir,  forbids  me,  left  my  Heart 

It  muft  not  yield  even  to  its  own  Efteem, 

[  Afide9  feeing  M  E  r  c  0  u  r  . 
Nor  fhall  it,  Mercour,  to  my  juft  Refentment 
£ven  for  that  bold,  unworthy  Bribe,  you  ofFer'd  me. 

Enter  Dorimond,  Mercour. 

Mercour.  [^M?^Dorimontd. 
Good  Heaven,  forbid,  that  I  mould  do  her  wrong 
By  my  Sufpicions. 

Dorimond. 

I  much  fear  you  do  not. 

I  have  myfelf  obferv'd But  I'll  be  fatisfied. 

Mercour. 
There  is  a  foolifh  Softnefs  in  my  Nature, 
That  cannot  fee,  what  I  fo  late  efteem'd, 

In 
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In  the  Diftrds  of  Guilt.     Your  Pardon,  Sir  ; 
I muft  retire.    Now Mifchief do  thy Plcafure.      [Afidt. 

[Exit. 
DORIMOND,    to   ORPHISA. 

How  happy,  M  tdam,  did  I  think  my  Daughter 
Beneath  your  Care  ?   With  what  Delight  behold  her  ? 
Confiding  to  your  Truth  the  deareft  Treafure 
A  Father's  Love  poflefli 

phisa. 
Have  I  wrong'd 
That  Confidence  ? 

DORIMOND. 

Kuw  did  my  Heart  rej  oict 
To  own  the  Obligation,     nd  :epay  it  ? 
Why  mud  I  charge  j  ititudfl  ? 

Orphi-.a. 
Ingratitude  !  Then  I  am  falln  indeed.  \_AfiAc. 

I  am  (o  little  us'd  to  fuch  Reproaches 

ive  me,  Sir, 1  know  not  how  to  anfwer  them. 

DORIMON'D. 

is  haughty  Air  but  ill  befits 
The  Woman,  who  can  mix  in  dark  Intrigues 
To  hurt  the  Peace  of  Families. 

Orphisa. 

Ami 
Character  ?  Am  I  fo  represented  ? 

DORIMOND. 

I  need  not  fay,  how  highly  I  efteem'd  you  ; 
I  honour'd,  as  I  though'',  fuperiour  Merit ; 
But  when  I  know,  you  practife  on  my  Daughter 
To  turn  her  Heart  afide  from  its  Obedience, 
And  fcom  or  hate,  whom  I  efleem  and  love— 

Orphisa. 
Sir,  if  you  know  this  of  me,   'tis  in  vain 
To  juftify  my  Conduct. 

DORIMOND. 
I 


EUGENIA.  27 

DORIMOND. 

'Tis  indeed. 

A  Maid  of  fuch  a  gentle  Difpofition 

Who  taught  her  Paflions  ?    Who  thefe  ftrange  Avcr- 

fions  ? 
But,  Madam,  for  the  little  Time  Eugenia 
Shall   have  occafion  for  your  Services, 
Let  me  defire,  you  may  confine  your  Cares 
Within  their  proper  Bounds. 

Orphisa. 

'Tis  fitting,  Sir, 
That  I  obey  you.  [Exit* 

DORIMOND,  CLERVAL. 
DORIMOND. 

Ha  !  fuch  matchlefs  Infolence  I 
'Tis  ever  thus ;  when  Guilt  is  near  Difcovery, 
It  boldly  takes  the  confcious  Pride  of  Innocence. 

Clerval.   [JJide. 
Then  my  beft  Hopes  are  loft.  Much  wrong' d  Orphisa  ? 
O  Virtu  ,  ill  rewarded  ! 

Dorimond. 

Tell  me,  Nephew, 
Why  is  my  Houfe  become  the  dark  Retreat 
Of  Perfons  in  Difguife  ?  Can  Clerval  fall 
To  fuch  low  Intimates,  fuch  mean  Society, 
As  this  appears  to  be  ? 

Clerval. 

Your  Pardon,  Sir ; 
They,  who,  of  late,  have  gain'd  your  Confidence, 
Have  much  abus'd  it.     You  yourfelf  oft  told  us, 
The  brave  Unfortunate  are  our  beft  Acquaintance. 
They  fhew  us,  Virtue  may  be  much  diftrefs'd, 
And  give  us  their  Example  how  to  fufFer. 

Dorimond. 
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DORIMOND. 

'Tis  true.     But  wherefore  in  Difguifc?   For  Virtue, 
When  juftly  confetous  of  her  native  Worth, 
Difiialna  to  walk  in  Darknefs  and  Difguife. 

Or  is  he  what  he  feemsi   A  common  Soldier? 
Clerval. 

As  highly  eminent  in  Birth,  as  Merit. 

Sir,  a  •  him  to  your  FriendflVip, 

The  Man,  to  whom  I  owe  my  Life,  my  Honour, 

And  France  her  Share  oi'  Glory. 

I  believe  you, 
Sufpicion  {hocks  my  Nature.     I  rely 
On  your  Difcretion  to  avoid  Engagements, 
Where  Fiiendfnip  has  a  greater  Shaje,  than  Prudence* 

.ill  I  afk  the  Secret  of  your  Friend; 

n  I  can  fcrve  him,  tell  me.     But  this  Action, 
This  gallant  Deed,  fo  glorious  to  his  Country, 
May  fure  be  told.      'Tis  Honour  to  repeat  it. 

Clerval, 

'Tis  Gratitude  ;  'tis  Friendship  ;  and  my  Heart, 

Whenever  you  permit  me,  will  with  Joy 

Dorimond. 

Then,  come  to  my  Apartment ;  I  would  talk  with  you 
Of  fomewhat  that  concerns  your  Happinefs. 

[Exeunt  Dor.  Cler. 

Enter  Merc  our. 
Joy!  Fricndfhip  !   Gratitude  !    This  gallant  Deed  ! 
Now  fume  romantic  Tale  (hall  quite  fubduc 
My  Uncle's  Spirit.     Clerval  too  regains 
HisC  nfidence.     No  matter.     All  my  Views 
Arc  fixing  to  -heir  Point ;  for  now,  Eugenia, 
My  haughty,   virtuous  Maid,    [jlwiving  a  Paper]  Here 
lies  thy  Fate, 

And 
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And  I  the  Ruler  of  it.     Rapturous  Thought ! 
To  fee  her  kneeling  in  the  Duft  for  Pity, 
And  in  her  Pride's  Defpair,  imploring  me 
To  fave  her  from  her  Shame  3    from  Poverty  ! 

While  be  is  readings  ^Emilia  enters* 

-/Emilia. 
Is  it  my  own  difturb'd  Imagination, 
Or  do  I  fee  ftrange  Terrour  and  Confufion 
In  every  Face  I  meet  ?  No ;   there's  a  Face, 
That  knows  no  Change  ;  inflexible  in  Mifchief. 
What !  can  he  fmile  !  'Tib  more  than  common  Villainy, 
WhenMERCouR  deigns  to  fmile.  And  now  he  frowns, 
As  if  fome  Thought  of  Goodnefs  fmote  his  Heart. 

Merc  our.    [Jiarting. 
iEMILlA  !  moft  unluck) but  perhaps— 

JEmilia. 
I  fear,  Sir,  I  difturb  fome  hopeful  Project 
Of  moft  important  Goodnefs. 

Mercour. 

No ;  jEmilia ; 
'Twas  nothing  but  fome  light  and  trivial  Thinking, 
But  may  I  hope  we  meet  on  other  Terms, 
Than  when  we  parted  laft  ?  The  Tempeft  over, 
Reafon  enjoys  the  Calm,  and  temperate  hears 
The  Voice  of  Friendfhip. 

^Emilia. 

Ay,  my  temperate  Monitor, 
Thus  far  have  I  regain'd  my  native  Temper, 
Not  to  reproach  the  Author  of  my  Ruin, 
Or  call  the  violated  Huft  of  Heaven 
To  witnefs  to  his  Perjuries.     No,  Mercour  ; 
The  Fault  I  own,  was  mine  ;  for  oh  !  one  Night, 
One  falfe,  betraying  Night,  yet  hear  it  not, 
Ye  holy  Matrons,  and  ye  ftainkfs  Virgins, 

Feebly 
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Fed  \y  I  lifren'd  to  the  Voice  of  Virtue, 
And  gave  awsy  my  Soul  to  Love and  Ruin. 

Mercour. 

Thus  let  me  thank  you  for  the  dear  Remembrance 
That  gives  the  blikful  Hour 

i^iMILIA. 

And  dare  you  think, 
That  I  could  mean,  with  riotous  Intent, 
To  call  Imagination  loofely  forth 
To  view  the  guilty  Scene.     Too  well  I  fee 
How  vilely  you  cfteem  me.     I  defer ve  it. 
Yet  think  not,  Sir,  I'll  Hand  a  cold  Spectator 
To  view  the  Ruins  of  this  happy  Dwelling  ; 
For  by  Eugenia's  Tears,  too  well  I  know 
Thy  Terrours  are  abroad. 

Mercour. 

I  will  not  anfwer 
Tlf  unkind  Sufpicion  ;  all  will  foon  be  well, 
And  you,  my  beil  ^Emilia,  (hall  be  made 
The  Pledge  of  Peace. 

Emilia. 
Ah !  Me,  the  Pledge  of  Peace  ! 

Mercour. 
Dear  to  my  Heart,  as  in  the  rapturous  Hour, 

That  gave  you  to  my  Arms but  Poverty 

Diftrcfs  and  Penury how  mould  I  fupport  them, 

Were  you  to  mare  them  with  me  ?    Thus  compell'd, 
Sure  Proof  of  Love,  I  force  my  Heart  to  yield 
Thy  Beauties  to  another  ;  never  more 
To  gaze  delighted  on  Thee;   to  exchange 

melting  Sounds  of  Teridernefs  and  Love 
For  the  cold  Name  of  Sifter. 

!  A. 

Y\  hat  new  Horrours ! 

Mercour, 
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Mercour. 
To  fave  your  Fame,  procure  you  Wealth  anJ  Honour, 
By  my  Advice  my  Uncle  is  this  Moment, 

Propofing  you  to  Clerval 

^Emilia. 

As  his  Wife  ! 
What !  fliall  1  ftain  the  holy  Marriage-Bed  ! 
Give  to  a  noble,  unfufpecting  Youth 
The  foul  Pollution  of  his  Brother's  Paffions  ! 

Mercour, 
Thefe  are  among  the  many  Things,  ^Emilia, 
Which,  if  not  known,  are  not. 
JEmilia. 

Do  not  I  know  them  ? 
Mercour. 
But  not  to  tell. 

Emilia. 
Heaven  will  in  Thunders  tell  them* 
Mercour. 
If  Heaven  told  Secrets  of  this  Kind  in  Thunder, 
Sure  it  muft  roll  unceafing. 

./Emilia. 

Hear  me,  Mercour, 
Tho'  Heaven  and  Hell  mould  keep  the  guilty  Secret, 
There  is,  who  will  difcover  it. 

Mercour. 

Who  can  ? 
Emilia. 
By  my  diftra£ted  Soul ;    by  thefe  new  Horrcurs, 
Faft-gathering  round  me ;  by  my  future  Woes, 
I  will. 

Mercour. 
You  will  ?   Expofe  yourfelf  to  Infamy  ? 
/Emilia. 
Tfco'  Men  and  Angels  faw  it. 

Mercour, 
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Mercour. 

Moil  amazing! 
Is  this  /Emilia  ?  Xhis  the  tender  Maid 
Of  fuch  unpaiiion'd  Gcntlenefs  of  Manners? 

JE  M  I L I A . 
No,  Sir,  I  am  the  Creature  you  have  made  me. 
Behold  your  Work,  and  as  you  taught  me  Pa/lions, 
Now  teach  me  how  to  rule  them  in  their  Wildnefs. 
But  from  this  Moment  I  renounce  the  World  : 
Fly  from  all  Converfe  with  deftruclive  Man, 
Hi^  Oaths,  his  Vows,  his  Cruelty,  his  Bafenefs ; 
And  chiefly  Thee s  ralfe  and  inhuman  Mercour. 

[Exit  JE  Mill  A* 

Mercour. 
Why,  what  a  wilful,  wayward  Thing  is  Woman  ? 
Even  in  their  belt  Purfuits  fo  loofe  of  Soul, 
That  every  Breath  of  Pailion  fhakes  their  Frame, 
And  every  Fancy  turns  them.     But  her  Threats — • 
They  too  are  weak  and  womanifh.     Eugenia— 
If  flic  has  aught  of  Woman  in  her  Form, 
Their  univcrfal  Vanity,  their  Pride, 
Their  wandcrisg  Appetites,  their  Senfc  of  Shame, 
And  Dread  of  Infamy — -She  muft  be  mine.  [Exit, 
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ACT     III. 

DORIMOND.        MERCOUR. 

Mercour. 

SHE  WD  her  Refufal  in  Contempt,  or  Hatred  ? 
Or  was  it,  Sir,  the  Confcioufnefs  of  Beauty, 
That  would  be  woo'd,  and  not,  unfought,  be  won.  * 

DoRIMOND. 

Sure  it  was  more.     At  Mention  of  your  Name, 
(For  fhe  till  then,  I  thought,  with  Pleafure  heard  me) 
Trembling  fhe  flood,  as  if  fome  fudden  Horror 
Had  fmote  her  Heart. 

Mercour. 
Only  a  Virgin  Fear, 
Starting  at  Marriage. 

DORIMOND. 

I  fhould  rather  think, 
Her  Heart's  engag'd  already. 

Mercour. 

Sure  you  wrong  her. 
Could  fhe,  with  fuch  a  Senfe  of  filial  Duty, 
Engage  her  Heart  without  your  Approbation  ; 
Or,  with  her  open  and  ingenuous  Nature, 
Could  fhe  have  Art  to  hide  it  ? 

DoRIMOND. 

That  I  know  not. 
I  thsnk  I  might  depend  upon  her  Choice. 
Would  it  were  Clerval. 

Mercour  {Starting. ) 

What!  My  Brother,  Sir? 
Perhaps  —  impoflible  —  yet  if  I  thought  — 
Tho'  terrible  to  think  it  —  that  Eugenia 

iilton,  D  Tndulg'd 
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Indulg'd  a  fecret  Paflion  for  my  Brother, 

the  Hopes,  which  mv  fond  Soul  had  form'J, 
I  would  refign,  would  give  her,  to  his  Ar;. 
DoRTM  )ND. 

lc  fuch  difinterefted  Paflion  ' 

Mer(  our. 

i  rich  Pollelliun, 
Eucj  ty,  hut  mv  fecondWHb — 

Nearer  to  ou  and  Goodnefs, 

Li  .  m  your  Age, 

With  <  I  enderneis  and  Care, 

fl  taught  me  how  to  love  ;  firit  rai  M  t  >  H 
:.  it  ofmj  Wifhes. 

D   : 
Vqu  have  a  dean  r  Intereft  in  my  Love 

.v  of.  Nephew  ;  lor  my  Wife, 
(W]     -  M  ;  from  my  Heart, 

■  n  hat  is  amiable 
I  you  great 
m,  fo  juftwas  her  Difcernment, 

:     ...    .'■ 

Mercour. 

Sir,  forgive  me  ; 
tl  Tribute  to  her  Memory, 
Tee  their  Wa)  hor.our'd  Aunt  — 

lat  I  know  [he  dies  to  you  again, 

mentioned,  I  could  tell  you  — 
Dorimond. 
\\\ 

.  acorn. 
.  —  or  if—  not  much  —  O  Fool 
il,  and  he<  dlefs  that  I  am  ; 
SftTt  upon  my  Lips. 

IMON'D. 

Yet  fpeak. 

Mfr< 
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Mercour. 
Sir,  I  muft  difobey  you  ;  for  each  Word 
Will  open  ail  the  bofom'd  Wounds  of  Grief — 

Dorimond. 
Let  my  Rcqueft,  if  not,  let  my  Commands  — 

Mercour. 
With  what  Reluctance,  tho'  conjur'd  thus  ftronglr, 
Do  I  recall  to  my  afTliiicd  Memory, 
Much  more  to  your'.-,  the  Hour  that  took  from  E:.rth 
All  that  was  good  and  excellent  in  Woman. 
When  you  were  parted  from  her  ;  while  the  Breath 
Of  Life  yet  hardly  trembled  o'er  her  Lip?, 
Take  this  lafl  Proof,  {he  cry"d,  of  my  Elteem. 
To  you,  and  to  your  Virtue,  I  bequeath 
Eugenia's  Youth,  to  watch  her  Beauty's  Frailty, 
And  guard  her  from  the  World,  and  its  Delufions. 

Dorimond. 
There  fpoke  her  Heart,  her  firft,  !aft  Care  was  Virtua 
Why  was  I  not  inform'd  of  this  before  ? 

Mercour. 
Fearful  (perhaps  from  too  much  Delic. 
Left  it  might  feem  a low-intention'd  Fraud, 
A  bafe  and  bold  Attempt  on  your  Credulity  — 

Dorimond. 
Oh  !  No.     I  feel  its  Truth  ;  'tis  in  my  Heart.; 
A  Power  that  cannot  lie:  Eugenia  too 
Shall  hear,  and  will  obey  her  Mother's  Will, 

Mercour. 
How  my  Soul  thanks  you  !  Yet  my  Heart's  too  delicate 
To  take  her,  Sir,  from  any  other  Influence 
Than  that  of  mutual  Love.     Havel  your  Leave 
To  talk  to  her  alone  ? 

Dorimond. 

; 
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Ill  fend  her  to  you.     Yet  remember,  Nephew, 
In  all  merits,  where  the  Hcart'b  concern1  J, 

uftchufe. 

MfiRCOUR. 

So  !  This  was  lucky. 
I  Ic  now  :    mine  for  ever.     Should  his  Wife 

.  Die  fhall  not  bebeliev'd 
But  dill  (fuch  filly  Dotage)  his  Eugenia  — 
Why  let  her  chufe  ;  or  Happincfs  or  Mi  fay, 
Be  mine  the  Choice  of  Vengeance,  or  of  Loves 
To  ruin,  or  enjoy. 

i  A. 
.km  A. 

My  Father,  Sir, 
i  I.ith  knx  me  hither,  as  I  think,  to  hear 
Some  mod:  important  Secret. 

.A  I E  RCOUR. 

N   t  he  alone, 
But  every  hotter  Angel  hovering  o'er  you, 

\n  Genius,  watchful  for  your  Welfare  — 
v  .IrialHofT,  defcend  to  Earth, 

And  fave  your  beauteous  Charge  —  They  bid  you  hear 
EUGEN I  A. 
,  Sir,  I  come  prepar'd  to  know  their  Pleafurc, 
.  ou,  it  feems,  their chofen  Miniftcr. 

RCOUR. 

have  they  given  you  no  kind  Fore-boadings 
No  fecrct  fnftincls  of  this  Hour  of  Fate  ? 
Still  h  h  its  wonted  Calmnefs, 

,  nor  Terror,  mix  their  Pantings  there  ? 
ENIA. 
I  Fear?    'Tis  Guilt  alone,  ■ 
,  in  its  feverifhMood, 
::  .:  .    'I  \  .  lOIS, 

And  ,.if     I  know  them  not. 

Mercour. 
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Mercour. 
How  I  admire  this  Dignity  of  Spirit, 
Which  my  prophetic  Love  had  longforefeen  ! 
Why  do  you  ftart  ?  I  faw  your  Dawn  of  Beauty, 
Sure  Pledge  of  Day  ;  I  faw  your  opening  Charms 
Promife  their  prefent  Bloom  ;  and  was  it  poilible, 
Without  Defire  to  fee  them  ? 

Eugenia. 

Is  this  the  Terror 
For  which  I  fliould  invoke  my  better  Genius, 
And  call  my  Guardian  Angel  to  my  Aid  ? 
No,  Sir  :  however  terrible  the  Danger, 
'Tis  but  to  fly  for  ever,  and  be  fafe. 

Mercour,  catching  her  by  the  Arm. 
You  mail  not  go.     This  Hour  is  Fate's  and  mine. 

Eugenia. 
Unhand  me,  Mercour  —  Sir,  this  ruffian  Violence  — 
'Tis  not  my  Father's  Favour  —  He  will  hear  — 
Sure  he'll  protect  his  Daughter  from  fuch  Outrage. 

Mercour. 
His  Daughter!  Thou  prefumptuous  —  But  'tis  Time 
To  quell  thislnfolence  —  [Shewing  her  a  Paper) 
You  know  this  Hand  — 

Eugenia. 
My  Mother's  !  And  directed  to  my  Father  ! 

Mercour. 
The  Night  before  fhe  died,  you  may  remember, 
She  gave  fome  Papers  to  me.     This  was  one  ; 
And  it  contains  a  Secret  of  fuch  Moment  — 

Eugenia. 
You  feem  to  think,  'twill  mortify  my  Pride. 
If  I  muft  learn  Humility,  I  know  not 
Who  better  can  inftruct  me;  finely  none, 
Who,  with  more  Pleafure,  will  accept  the  Office. 
D  3  Mei 
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Ml  RCOUR. 

with  Plcafure  to  behold  your  Ruin  ? 
.•cling,  to  conjure  you  to  pi  event  it  ? 
Give  me  a  Hufband^  facrcd  Right  to  guard  — 
Eugenia, 

I  to  read  that  Paper  ? 

Mkrcour. 

Paufe  a  Moment ; 
for  ft  ill  my  Love,  my  Y\~caknefs,  would  preferve  you. 

Eugenia. 
Or  give  it  me,  or  letmc  think  you  dare  not. 

MERCQ'JR. 

Ha!  Dare  not!  (giving  it  ti  her)  Oh  f  Yet  hold  you: 
Hand,  rum  Maid; 
know  you  (land  upon  a  Precipice, 
ur  next  Step  is  bottomlefs  Perdition. 
I   UGENI  A, 

'  every  Letter  glar'd  with  Klood  — ■ 

i'.COL'R. 

Xhcnrcad  it,  and  be  wretched. 

Eugenia  reads. 

•  'd for  Children  >  and 

willing  to  engage  your  Afftftion  nwrejlrongly,  I  de- 
c crura  you —  'tit ioui  Child.      Yew 

Ew- 
•■■.■'.  ughter.     Death  con 
ret.     Oh  !  Pardon  — 

■  fixedly.) 

Mi  R<  OUR. 

■  ,  r o  the  \  "ice  of  Joy, 
0     [<      m      and  Low. 

i  a  : 
Where  arc  they,  MbRCOUR  r 
Ml  RC(  I 
ere  let  our  Pates  unite  ; 

P. 
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Be  it  our  mutual  Intereft  to  conceal 
The  Secret  of  your  Birth. 

Eugenia. 

In  vain  :   Conceal  it  ! 
Though  I  decciv'd  the  World,  can  I  deceive 
Myfelf  or  you  ;  Can  we  unknow  it,  Sir : 

Mfrcour. 
Yes ;  from  this  Hour  I'll  blot  it  from  my  Memory. 
My  Eve  mail  gaze,  tranfported,  on  thy  Beauty, 
And  my  fond  Heart,  grown  proud  of  your  Alliance, 
Shall  imitate  the  Virtues  it  admires. 
Such  Virtue-,  as  firft  made  Nobility, 
And  beff.  fupport  its  Honours. 

Eugenia. 

Suffer  me 
Once  more  to  fee  that  Paper.  [Returning  it.)  Sir,  Tin 
fatisfied. 

Mercour. 
Now  timely  think,  Eugen-ia,  who  fhall  guard, 
Through  this  tempeftuoiis  World,  thy  Orphan  Innocence. 
Oh!   Should  Misfortune's  Hand  fall  rudely  on  you, 
And,  like  a  feeble  Flower,  o'er-charged  with  Rain, 
If  you  fliould  bend  to  Earth  the  weeping  Mead, 

rerful  Hand  {hall  then  fupport  your  Sorrows? 

E  U  G  E N I  A. 

Th'  all-powerful  Hand 
Of  Virtue,  Honour,  Piety. 

M  £  R  C  O  U  R  . 

Yet  tell  me 5 
On  w''-  "   >u  refolve. 

E  C  C  E  >:  I A . 

Not  to  inherit 
A  F  irtvine  not  my  own  ;  not  to  deceive 
The  Heart  of  Dorimond  with  falfe  Carefles, 
D  4 
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Or,  impious,  fix  a  Pafiion  in  his  Breaft, 
Whi      Nature  has  denied  him. 
Mekcour. 

It  were  impious 
To  undeceive  him.     Think  what  Pangs,  Eugenia, 
To  tear  a  bofom'd  Fondncfi  from  the  Soul, 
However  planted  there. 

Eugenia. 

Their's  be  the  Guilt, 
Who  force  me  to  v  Neceffity  : 

Longer  to  paufc  would  make  me  fhare  that  Guilt. 
.  for  ever. 
Mercour. 

Have  I  then 
my  Soul  to  Meannefs  ?  Have  I  funk 
irit  to  a  Girl  ?  Yet  mark  me,  proud  one, 
I  fee  :'  n  to  ruin  me  ; 

But  mould  yo;:  dare  infinuatcto  my  Uncle  — 
Eugenia. 
I  dare  follow  Truth,  where-e'er  it  leads, 
own  no  other  Guide. 

Mercour. 

'Tis  falfe  ;  I  fee 
Your  better  Guide,  your  PaiTion  for  my  Brother ; 
Yet  know,  Vis  in  my  Power,  imperious  Beauty, 

i  ide,  nay,  even  his  Love,  defpife  thee. 
:   'tis  my  laft  Advice, 
( )r  dread  my  Vengeance  ;  mine ;    no  trivial  Vengeance. 

[Exit. 

■  [A. 

I  A. 

r  Fancy  to  imagine  ; 
Js  it  '  r*s  Vengeance,  or  his  Power, 

,  to  make  me  yet  more  wretched? 
Clerval. 
Cli 

Eugenia. 
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Eugenia. 
No.     'Tis  (he,  who  was  Eugenia, 
The  loft  Eugenia. 

Clerval. 
Mercour  ! 
Eugenia. 

Ha! 
Clerval. 

My  Brother 
Eugenia. 
Then  he  has  told  you  — 

Clerval. 

What  ?  That  he  has  gain'd 
My  Uncle's  Promife  ?  But  I'll  fly  this  Moment ; 
I'll  throw  me  at  his  Feet ;  he  fhall  be  fenfible 
Of  my  Defpair  ;  the  Anguifh  of  my  Soul  — 
Shall  he  not  fee,  and  pity  it  ? 

Eugenia. 

Stay,  Clerval; 
My  Fate  depends  on  Dorimond  no  longer. 

Clerval. 
Not  on  my  Uncle  ?  Not  upon  your  Father  ? 

Eugenia. 
My  Father,  Clerval  !  Who,  where  is  my  Father  ? 

Clerval. 
Ye  Powers,  who  love  and  guard  the  Innocent, 
What  can  Eugenia  mean  ? 

Eugenia. 

What  can  fhe  mean 
But  Sorrow  and  Defpair  r  What  eife  has  Meaning  ? 
Am  I  not  moft  undone  ? 

Clerval. 

Whence,  where  the  Danger  ? 
My  Love,  my  Life  (hall  guard  you.  What  Misfortune  ? 

Eugenia. 
'Tis  in  myfelf  j  'tis  in  my  Deftiny, 

i  Canft 
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Canfl  thou  do  Things,    impoflible  to  Fate  ? 
Can  you  rcca'.  '    -ncnt  of  my  Birth  ? 

Or,  ere  I  faw  the  Light,  can  you  prevent 
The  Shame   that  rave  me  Being  ?  If  thou  ennf*  i. : 
Let  us  give  Way  to  Rum.     Let  us  part  — 
Oh  !   Mud  I  fay  —  for  ever  ? 

Clervaj 

Part  ■    For  c  ' 
give  my  Heart  i  Rcafon  for  this  Dealing  J 
I^et  me  complain  of  Fortune,  of  mv  Uncle. 
Of  any  thing,  but  my  Eugenia's  Faith. 
Let  me  not  think,  flu-  can  forget  the  Vov.  , 
Which  once  —  Or  did  a  Lover's  Hope  dec 
She  heard  without  Reluctance. 

Eugenia. 

Vc  ,  with  Joy  ; 
Words  of  Love  and  Truth  [forCLERVAL  fpoke 
them) 
Thro*  my  charm'd  Ear,  fell  melting  on  my  Heart, 
("hcv  were  my  Blifs,  my  Hope,  my  every  Care, 
And  I  was  worthy  then  of  Vows  like  thine. 
But  now  behold  me  well.     Do  you  not  fee, 

p  mv  glowing  Check,  the  blulhing  Marks 
Of  Lowlinels  and  Shame  ? 

Cl.ERV  vl 

Of  Shame?  Diftraaion! 

Ltufhcs  and  Shame  !  Arc  they  not  Marks  of  Vice, 

Which,  fure,  Eugenia's  Purity  ne'er  knew. 

Oh  !  Where  fhall  Virtue  fix  her  (acred  Throne, 

If  on  that  Check  can  loofc  Di (honour  fit 

To  i  itch  the  wanderingEye?  No  —  Thou  art  pure, 

\.  \  m  the  Heights  of  Heaven. 

>u  will  not  tell  this  fatal  Secret, 
V  '  Mer(  OU!   ft 

Eugi 


EUGENIA.  43 

Eugenia. 

And  I  become  the  Caufe 
Of  foul  Debate,  and  Quarrels  between  Brothers  ! 

Clerval. 
The  virtuous  Man  and  honeft  —  He's  mv  Brother, 
And  he  alone  ;  for  Nature  never  meant 
By  her  Affections  to  engage  our  Hearts 
To  Villainy  and  Bafenefs. 

Eugenia. 

Yet  will  Merc  cut?, 
Will  his  fierce  Spirit  brook  the  being  queftion'd  r 
Will  he  not  fay,  I  gave  her  to  her  Fate, 
And  only  not  conceal'd  her  Story  longer  ? 
Rage  may  entue,  and  Pailions  rife,  reg.-irdlefs 
Of  Reafon,  as  of  Nature.     Save  me,  Clerval, 
From  Images  of  Horror  to  diftract.  me. 

Clerval. 
Yes,  every  Paffion  (Anger  and  Refentment) 
Shall  wait  upon  my  Love.     Take  your  own  Time 
T  unfold  this  fatal  Tale.     Yet,  Oh  !  For  Pity, 
Hold  not  mv  Heart  too  long  upon  the  Rack 
Of  Wonder  and  of  Terror. 

Eugenia. 

'Tis  in  Pity, 
That  T  refufe  to  tell  the  hard  Decree, 
Which  parts  our  Loves  for  ever.     Here,  O  Fortune, 
Let  me  reiign  the  Hopes  and  Promifes, 
(For  they  are  yours)  of  titled  Birth  and  Greatnefs ; 
Here,  take  them  back,  with' every  fond  Idea, 
That  Youth  had  form'd  of  Pleafure  and  Ambition  ; 
But  let  me  (till  preferve  the  chafte  Remembrance 
That  I  was  once  thought  worthy  his  Efteem, 
And  honour'd  with  his  Love.     Clerval,  farewel. 
'Tis  but  another  Pang  —  Farewell,  for  ever 

[ . is  JI.e  is  g  tng  cut,  D  f  L V I LL i 
enters  at  the  oppofite  Deer. 
LVelville 
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Dei  v  hi  b, 

Come,  fharc  n  ';:ou  Friend  of  the  Unfortunate, 

For  ftill  Tome  happier  Davs  —  What  have  I  done  ? 
Broke   in  upon  the  facred  Hour  of  Sorrow 
h  my  ill-omen'd  J« 

EuCE  N I A  .retwmng. 

If  you're  that  Friend, 
A^  I  believe,  whofe  Story  I  have  heard, 
Your  own  Misfortune^,  Sir,  will  beft  inftruft  you 
To  pity  thofeof  others.      Let  your  Fricndfhip 
Support  his  Sorrows  in  this  Hour  of  Trial. 
Cl  lrval,  farewell,     Would  it  not  pain  your  Heart, 
■  would  confefs  the  Pangs  it  feels  in  Parting.    [  I 
Clerval.     Delville. 
Ci 

ipe  i  my  Light  of  Lite, 
knefs  is  U] 

Dei    i 

What  could  mean 
Her  Threats,  at  parting,  of  fomc  worfc  Misfortune, 
Of  fomc  I  of  your  Virtue  ? 

Clerval. 
I  :  tell.     She  bids  me  not  inquire. 

in  her  Fate  fhe  fays  ;  'tis  in  herfelf, 
And  fhe  no  more  depends  uponh:r  Father. 
'Ti  -■  and  DiftracT 

Del\  ille. 

Some  light  Terror, 
By  I  an<  v  form'd  ;  her  rs  are  on  her. 

C; 
I  nothing  of  her  Sex's  Fears, 

I       ,r  Truth  alone,  their  Innocence,  and  . 
loft  for  ever  —  But,  my  Lord, 
."-.     I  have  a  S 

Love,  can  feci  for  Friendfhip. 
Delville. 
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Delville. 

My  Pardon  is  confirm'J,  with  every  Grace, 
That  honours  royal  Mercy,  and  my  Heart 
Opens  to  new-born  Hope  each  panting  Vein, 
And  nVeams  again  with  Joy. 

Clerval. 

Ill-fated  Clerval, 
Whofe  Sorrows  rife  from  that  fame  Fountain  Stream, 
Whence  flow  the  Joys  of  others  ! 
Delville. 

Oh  !  Forgive  me, 
Thefe  Tranfports,  wildly  ftarting  from  the  Soul. 
They  feem,  I  own.  and  yet  they  only  feem, 
Forgetful  of  our  Friendfhip,  of  your  Happinefs, 
The  Interefts  of  your  Heart.     Indulge  me  ftill 
One  little  Hour  —  no  —  Love  frnll  fill  it  largely 
With  every  Blifs  that  Years  have  ravifh'd  from  me, 

Clerval. 
I  will  do  more,  my  Lord  ;  enjoy  it  with  vou. 
But  have  you  feen  her  yet  r 

Delville. 

I  go  this  Moment. 
The  Friend,  who  onlv  knew  our  Correfp 
He  fhall  direct  me  to  the  lovely  Mourner, 
Where  (he  ftill  fiohs  her  Sorrows  o'er  my    -: 
Where  Love  fits  weeping  on  the  "Wings  of  T\ 
Weighs  down  his  Flight,  and  lengthens  out  the  D 
Grant  me  but  one  Embrace  to  chear  her  Sadnefs, 
To  prefs  the  fair  AfHidion  to  my  Heart, 
And  the  next  Hour,  with  all  it  can  command, 
Ambition,  Fortune, Power,  is  yours  and  . 
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A  C  T     IV. 


Enter  Or  pi? 


Eugenia  meeting 


Orphisa. 

LET  me  congratulate  my  dear  Eugenia. 
This  Spirit,  nobly  (hewn  in  Virtue's  Caufe. 
She  will  herfelf  reward. 

Eugenia. 

Too  dearly  purchos'd  ! 
The  generous  DoRiMOND  —  For  I  no  more, 
(()  Name  fur  ever  dear,  although  pronoune'd 
»rrow  and  Defpair,  mull:  call  him  Father  j 
ire  difclaims  me  ;  throws  me  out  tor  t 
I     m  her  Affections ;  from  the  tender  Names 
irent  and  of  Child. 

Orphisa. 

You  mentioned  Dorimond— • 
Eugenia. 
I  did.     But  Sorrow  fway'd  mc  from  mvPurpofe. 
Yet  weeping  while  I  told  my  haplefs  Story, 

s  Cheek  turn'd  pale  ;  his  trembling  Knees  — 
They  fm  other,  and  hi',  firm  Chair  (hook 

ath  its  Weight     Frighted,  I  call'd  lor  Help, 
Uut  left  him  in  fu  Orphisa  — 

For  who  could  bear  it  —  fuch  a  Scene  of  Sadnefs  ? 
Oh  '   Should  he  bend  his  reverend  Age  to  Earth 
Wit  >wnj  with  my  Afflictions  — 

Orphisa. 
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Orphisa. 

Ov.r  Actions  are  our  owu  ;  their  Confequence 
Belongs  to  Heaven.     The  fecret  Coirfcioufnefs 
Of  Duty  well  perform'd  ;  the  public  Voice 
Of  Praife,  that  honours  Virtue,  and  rewards  it, 
All  thefe  are  yours ,  they  (hall  be  yours  for  ever. 

Eugenia. 
No  ;  I  difclaim  thefe  high-born  Sentiments  ; 
Th'  unbending  Pride,  and  Info'ence  of  Virtue, 
That  will  not  own  the  Miferies  it  feels. 
I  will  indulge  to  Nature,  and  her  Son 
I  never  fhall  have  Caufe  to  weep  again, 
And  I'll  enjoy  it  now. 

Orphisa. 
Yet  thefe  foft  Sorrows, 
That  fadly  footh  the  Heart  in  its  Affliction, 
Unnerve  its  Strength,  and  fink  it  to  Defpair. 

Eugenia. 
Why  fhould  I  not  defpair  ?  Have  I  not  loft, 
At  once,  the  various  Charities  of  Nature  ? 
Her  deareit,  hrft  Relations  —  Child  and  Fa: 
Do  I  not  Hand  amidft  the  Works  of  Heaven, 
A  lonely  Being,  where  all  Creatures  elfe, 
Allied  by  Inilincr,  Duty,  or  Affeclion, 
Find  mutual  Aid  and  Comfort  ? 

Orphisa. 

Yet  who  know-,, 
But  you're  defcended  from  a  Line  as  noble, 
As  DorimoNd's high  Race? 

Eugenia. 

Am  I  not  rather 
The  Child  of  Poverty,  whofe  wretched  Parents 
For  fome  low  Intereft  fold  her  ?  or  perhaps, 
Oh  !  Save  me  from  the  Thought,  the  haplefs  Offspring. 
Of.loofe  forbidden  Loves  :  Or  could  my  Heart 

3  In: 
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Indulge  the  Hope,  prefumptuous,  as  uncertain, 
On  what  might  Fancy  found  it  ? 
Orphisa. 

On  the  Spirit, 
That  has  informed  your  Heart  to  Noblenefs  -> 
Upon  the  Elevation  of  your  Sentiments, 
Your  Love  of  Truth,  the  Soul's  beft,  native  Greatnefs. 

EUCENIA. 

All  thefe  are  your's,  and  by  your  Cares  impreft 
Upon  my  Infant  Heart.     Should  you  abandon  me, 
Both  they  and  I  were  nothing. 

Orphisa. 

Nor  will  I, 
Ncr  Dorimond  abandon  you.     His  Heart 
Will  own  you  ftill  the  Child  of  his  Eireem, 
With  almoft  Nature's  Fondnefs.     Here  enjoy 
The  Fortune,  that  you  merit,  'midft  the  Splendors  — 

I  A. 

That  once  were  mine  — What !  Live  where  Mercour 


lives ! 


To  fee  his  Face,  to  bear  the  fecret  Wound ings 
Of  his  Contempt,  and  Clerval's  kinder  Scorn  ! 
To  (land  the  public  Gaze  ;  the  infulting  Pity 
Of  common  Fricndfhips,  or  the  vain  Compaflion 
I  .  ttur'd  Few  !  No,  let  me  fly 

To  fome  obfeure  Retreat,  where  V'irtue  dwells, 
Hufliing,  diircs  to  be  unfortunate. 
Enter  Dorimond. 

NT). 

re  is  my  Child,  my  Daughter,  my  Eugenia  ? 
did  you  thus  forfak  I  V.thcr's  Sorrows  ? 

n  not  a  Fai      -  ■  th(  fe  rears, 

pour  my  burfting  Heart  in  Fondnefs  o'er  thee  ? 

.  Fathers. 

Dor  imond. 
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DoRIMOND. 
"Tis  Falfhood  and  Impofture.     Goddcfs  Nature, 
Whole  fubtle  Power  pervades  the  heavy  Mafs 
Of  Earth  and  Water,  and  with  Inftin£  pure 
Infpires  the  light  Inhabitants  of  Air 
With  genial  Care  to  hover  o'er  their  young, 
Say,  are  not  thefe  thy  Paffions,'  thefe  thy  Tears  ? 
Do  they  not  flow  faft  from  thy  facred  Fountain 
Of  univerfal  Love  ? 

Eugenia. 
AJas  !   My  Father, 
(Since  you  indulge  me  in  the  tender  Name) 
I  read  the  fatal  Truth  ;  the  well-known  Hand  — 

DcRIMOND. 
What  other  Proof?  Hands  may  be  counterfeited. 
I'll  not  believe  it.     'Tis  fome  black  Contrivance 
To  blaft  my  Wife's  fair  Fame,  to-ruin  thee, 
And  bre.k  thy  Father's  Heart. 

Eugenia. 

Oh  f  fpare  me,  Sir. 
This  Goodnefs  over-powers  me.      Your  Companion 
To  a  poor  Maid,  once  honour'd  as  your  Daughter ■, 
Is  all  I  afk.     Should  my  unhappy  Fate 
Diiturb  your  Peace  of  Mind,  or  hurt  your  Health, 
:ortune  then  were  Guilt,  were  Parricide. 

DoRIMOND. 

Too  fure  it  will.     If  you  tear  up  the  Heart-firings 
Will  not  the  Life-blood  follow  ?  But,  my  Nephew  — 
Why  comes  he  not?   I  ftnt  for  him  on  r.V  Inftant. 
Perhaps  he  doubts,  perhaps  he  fears  his  Proofs ; 
Perhaps  repents  — 

Okphisa.    {Afide) 

How  little  does  he  know  him  [ 
Pie's  coming,  Sir. 

£  Eugenia, 
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EUGRNIA. 

Permit  mc  to  retire. 

WD. 

I  :       •       cannot  fee  him  without  Pain  ; 
*.u  muft  I 

En'er  MERCOUR. 

Dori 

Mercour,  you  come  to  vindicate  your  Honour, 
Where  it  ib  much  fufpeded.     My  Efteero 

lid  vctpcrfuade  me  fome  Miltakc  has  wrong'd  you. 

RC  il'R. 

Of  what  am  I  accu  ''1 ; 

Dorim    ND. 

Of  horrid  Forgery. 
Of  fome  pretended  Letter  of  my  Wife's, 

Full  of  ftrange  •  and  foul  Contrivance. 

Etc  OUR. 
And  who  (o  hardy,  Sir,  as  to  inform  j 
Of  this  pretci: 

i        l   •  r  a  . 

Sir,  'twas  I. 
Mercour. 
What  need  of  oth<  r  Proof  ?  I?  not  Ingratitude 
The  Vice  of  bafe-born  Minds?  She  was  not  ignorant 

this  Difcovery  would  affect  your  Peace, 
And  vctth'  ungrateful  Maid  — 

DoRIMOND. 

Mercour  i  no  more. 
I  am  hex  Guardian  (till.  "  :her, 

Nor  fhallfhc  be  infulted. 

Mercour. 

Sir,  }  our  Pardon  : 
?eal  to  punifli  —  Read  this  Paper,  Sir ; 
Undoubted  Proof  Eugenia's  not  your  Daughter. 

DORIMOND. 
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Dor  r  MOND  reads  to  bimfelf. 

DCRIMOND. 

My  unfufpeding  Heart !  What  Treachery  ! 

'Midft  fuch  CareiTcs  too  !   Perfidious  Woman  I 

Why  plant  the  dear  Deiufion  in  my  Soul, 

Qr  why  now  tear  it  thence  ? 

Ye  Powers,  was  I  to  blame  r 

Ye  gave  her  Beauty,  to  deceive  the  Heart, 

Ye  gave  her  "Words,  to  {leal  away  the  Soul, 

And  fome  ftrong  Charm  for  every  Senfe's  Weaknefs, 

[to  Merc  our)  You,  Sir,  it  feems,  her  favour  d  Coun- 

fellor, 
Why,  fince  her  Death,  has  this  bold,  guilty  Fraud, 
For  ten  long  Months,   why  has  it  been  conceal'd  ? 

Mercour. 
Sir,  mould  I  aim  the  Dagger  at  your  Life  ? 
5Twas  in  my  Fear,  alarm'd  by  my  t  Affection, 
My  Gratitude  and  Duty,  I  refolv'd 
To  wed  this  fair  unknown  ;  to  mix  our  Blood 
With  Vilenefs  and  Obfcurity. 

Dor  1  mond. 

I  thank  you, 
For  me  you  dar\I  to  violate  the  Faith, 
Due  to  the  facred  Dead,  and  iier  Repentance. 
Twas  for  my  Sake  you  fhew'd  this  fatal  Paper* 
And  urg'd  its  Terrors,  Poverty  and  Shame, 
To  force  her  to  a  loath'd,  deterred  Marriage. 
Mercour,  your  Heart —  But  can  it,  Sir,  imagine, 
:  Bc!d  as  you  are,  and  fanguine  in  Contrivance) 
That  Fllrefign  my  Child,  [turning  to  Zuce;.  1:.)  my 

Age's  Comfort, 
My  only  future  Hope  —  expofe  her  Youth, 
Her  B]oom  of  Softncfs,toDefpair  and  Sorrow, 
On  th;s  weak  Evidence,,  this  trivial  Paper  : 

E  2  Mercour. 
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Mercour. 
You  would  have  other  Proof? 

DORIMOND. 

I  *i!t     Such  Pre:    . 
Uinot  lie  ;  cannot  be  counterfeited. 
Mercour. 
Behold  one  living  Witncfc.     ComeORPH  is  a, 
And    teftify  a  Truth  • —  Which    yet   you  know  not. 

D.RJMOND. 

Orphisa  ! 

EUGENI  A. 

She,  can  (he  be  falfc  to  Honour  ? 
Can  fhc  confpire  to  ruin  her  Eugenia  ? 

Orphisa. 
I  had  almoft  forgot  this  Morning's  Infult, 
That  would  have  brib'd  my  Honefty  to  Vilcnefs. 

.  refent, becaofe  I  fcorn' 
But  Patience,  outrag'd  thus,  might  loll-  its  Nature, 
And  alter  its  Complexion. 

Mercour. 

Spare,  good  Madam, 
Ron'd  Phrafc,  this  Dignity  dfLanguage. 
Paper,  Sir  — 

Dgrimond. 
sd  tc  Eugenia  ! 

Mercour. 
foil  may  read  it.  ( /ffide  to  Ev GEM  A ) 

Now,  my  haughty  Maid, 
Vengeance,  atleaft,  is  mine. 

DORIMOND,   giving  it  to  ORPHISA. 

Take  it,  Orphisa  j 
. eble  Eyes  arc  fhaded  o'er  with  Grief. 

Is  there  a  Hope  to  doubt  ? 

Orfhisa. 
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Orphisa. 
Beyond  all  Doubt,  her  Character.  [Going  to  rea 

DoRI-MOND. 

Yet  hold. 
\\'k\  (hould  we  fearch,  with  a  too  curious  Eye, 
For  S  -  '.tor  hid  ?    This  fatal  Paper  — 

Why  not  deitroy  it,  with  its  Guilt,  its  Terr, . 

Eugenia. 
No,  Sir.     My  perfect  Foul,  my  fpotlefs  Fan-.v.' 
Demand  the  Light,  and  dare  provoke  their  Trial. 
Shall  it  be  faid   {Looking  at  Mercour)  with  what  ma- 
lignant Joy  ; 
That,  in  a  fecretConfcloufhefs  of  Ruin, 
I  fhun'd  Difcovery  r  To  avoid  Misfortune 
Shall  I  make  fure  of  Infamy  for  ever  ? 

\Kneeling  to  DoRiMOND. 
Oh  !   Sir,  if  in  my  Davs  of  Happinefs, 
If  with  Delight  you  heard  my  Infant  Love 
Repeat  the  Name  of  Father,  1  implore  you, 
That  Paper  may  be  read,  though  it  expofe 
My  fecret  Soul,  with  ail  :ls  inmoft  Frailties, 
T\  idc  open  to  the  World. 

Orphisa  {Afide.) 

Exalted  Maid  .' 
Oh  !  truly  worthy  of  a  better  Fate. 
(Orphisa  reads,) 
It  is  not  without  Pity,  that  I  reveal  this  Scsret  to  you. 
But  I  am  approaching  the  Moments    of  Truth.      Tow 
Mother's   DiJireJJes   made  it  not  difficult    to  bribe 
about  her  ;  to  convey  you  from  her  at  your  Birth ,  an 
nil  her  you  were  dea  I.      A.  I  the  Recomfence,  then,  in  my 
Povjer,    was  to  make  her  your  Governcfs,  an  J,    now,    a 
rejlore  you  to  her, 

Orphisa. 

Wy  Child  ! 

E  3  epia. 
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Eugenia. 
My  Mother  ! 

Orphisa. 

Yes,  I  am  a  Mother. 
Or.  Li  N  Evidence,  her  holy  Inflin<5ls 

I  feel  ;   I  own  their  Truth. 
MrR  .        Friend,  my  nobleft  Bjenefa&or, 

Rec  '    \  Child,  Eugenia — 

Oh!       '.v  .     :  •'','  mes  of  Child  and  Parent, 

Till  no1  •  Vroice  pronoune'd, 

Melt  '  But  what  new  raflions  the! 

That  ted  Tender. '.el's  infpire 

*  ing  Bread  :  O  Daughter  of  Misfortune, 

They  burft  inTears  upon  d  - 

El'GENTA. 

Shall  I  again 
I  ate  ?  I  am  the  Child  of  Virtue. 
D   RIMOND. 

Amazing  Tale!  Could  it  be  pofliole 

To  :  >b  you  of  your  Child,  that  no  Inquiries, 

fuch  I  mufi  fuppofe)  could  e'er  difcover  her  : 
Orphisa. 

from  me  midft  the  Pangs,  that  gave  her  Birth, 
[  lay  half  expiring.     When  reftor'd, 
,  unwillingly  to  Life, 
Inquiring  U  ;  her,  with  a  Mother's  Tendernefs, 
I         told  me  (he  was  dead       Could  I  fufpect ? 

:  1  preverit  it  r   Could  the  cruel  one, 
In  fuch  an  Hour  who  robb'd  :ne,  could  (he  feel 
r*s  Griefs,  in  Paflion  for  her  Child  ? 

iMf.RCOL'R. 

mt  farther  Proof —  if  other  Evidence  — 
Dor  i  mo  nd. 
Inhuman  Infult  !  Oh  !  too  fatal  Proof 

moling  Limbs  —  a  cold,  dead  Faintneft 

Thrill; 
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Thrills  through  my  Veins  —  It  freezes  to  my  Heart. 
Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servants. 

Gently  hear  me  to  my  Couch. 
Nature's  heft  Joys  —  my  Child  —  is  loll  for  ever  — 
I  am  no  more  a  Father —  poor  Eugenia  — 

[He  is  led  off. 
Eugenia,  running  to  him. 
Oh!  Sir  — 

Mercour. 
Away.     Not  your  officious  Cares  — 
Eugenia.  » 

Permit  me,  Sir,  (fure  'tis  no  great  Requeft) 
To  wait  upon  his  Griefs ;  to  mix  my  Weeping  , 
To  ibften  his  Affliction,  or  to  fliare. 
Unhappy  as  I  am,  the  Woes  I've  caus'd. 

Mercour. 
And  wTho  could  bear  to  fee  the  foft  Eugenia 
Bending  to  every  menial,  fervile  Office, 
That  tends  a  Tick  Man's  Couch  ?  And  yet  it  fhews 
A  juft  and  humble  Senfe  of  your  Condition. 
Whence  I  prefume,  your  better  Thoughts  repent 
Of  this  perverfe  Difcovery. 

Eugenia. 

No,  Sir. 
What  I  have  loft,  Alliance,  Titles,  Fortune, 
Were  not  by  Merit  mine,  meer  cdual  Bleffings, 
Nor  by  my  Crimes  are  loft.     One  dreaded  Evil, 
Thanks  to  my  Fate,  you  know  I  have  efcap'd. 

Mercour. 
Even  infolent  in  Ruin  !    Such  the  Precepts, 
That  form'd   your  Infant  Heart.     Now  let  th'  Ex- 
ample 
Of  your  illuftrious  Mother  teach  her  Daughter, 

E  4 
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The  Charm  of  Words,  the  fentimental  Language, 
Whofe Spirit  can  fupport  Contempt  and  Poverty.  [Exit- 
Eugenia.     Orphisa. 

E  u  G  F  N I  A 
Forme  reproach'd  ?  P'or  me  are  you  infulted  i 
Shall  my  fir  it  Hour  of  Life,  for  luch  it  is, 
Open  with  Shame  and  Outrage  to  my  Mother : 

Orphi 

0  young  to  Life,  unknowing  of  the  Wrongs, 
'J  he  cruel  Mockeries,  Reproach,  and  Infult, 

1  ;.Jt  Povei  y  mud  fufFer.      Yet  I  know  not, 
V.  bether  m.  \  [cart  exulting  in  thy  Virtues  — 
Is  it  fome  fecret  fnfrinct.,  that  high  Heaven, 

ch  thus  reftores  you  by  this  Adt  of  Wonder, 
I  for  its6wn  coodPurpofes? 

D        •  oice,  that  inward  whifpers  me, 

My  Child  (hall  Ml  be  happy? 

EUGENI A. 

I  am   loft, 
Mid  all  Hope,  in  all  Things,  but  your  Love, 
No,  let  us  fly  from  this  injurious  World, 
frcm  its  Ill-nature,  Infolcncc,  CompalTion  — 

Orphisa. 
And  from  its  Love,  Eugenia? 
Eugenia. 

Yes  g°°d  Madam, 
n  from  it;  Love.     A  Convent's  Gloom  fhall  hide 
us 
From  every  PafTion  that  diftracls  the  Heart, 
And  triumphs  o'er  its  Virtues.    There  fometimes 
I      tall:  of  our  Misfortunes;  of  my  Father  — 

Orphisa. 
Sparc  me,  Eugenia  ;  at  that  much-Iov'd  Name 
A  thoufund  (m\  Rcmembranc.s  arife 
That  J  was  once  moit  happy.     Such  a  Father  ! 

By 
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mour  form'd  to  Greatnefs,  and  by  Nature 
Blefs'd  with  each  fofter  Sentiment  of  Soul, 
That  humanifes  Virtue.     Such  theHufband, 
My  widow'd  Tears  lament. 

Eugenia. 

Is  he  then  dead  ? 
Orphisa. 
In  fome  lad  Hour  hereafter, 
You  mall  be  told  with  what  unfhaken  Spirit 
He  facrihe'd  his  Fortune  to  his  Honour. 
That  Honour  is  your  Portion.      'Tis  a  Treafure, 
Purchas'd  by  honefl  Arts,  in  Time  of  Peace, 
And,  midft  the  Spoils  of  War,  the  nobleh:  Wreath, 
That  crowns  a  Soldier's  Brow.    It  is  a  Trull, 
Bequeathed  you  by  a  noble  Line  of  Ancestors, 
Who  fhall  ag  in  demand  it,  pure,  unfullied, 
And  bright  in  its  own  Luftre.     Even  vour  Father 
Is  prefent  —  in  his  Virtues  —  to  demand  it. 

Eug;  nia. 
And  he  fhall  find  it,  Madam,  in  my  Heart, 
In  every  Vein,  in  every  Thought  fhall  find  it. 

OPvPHISA. 

I  doubt  it  not.     But  fee  the  Proof. 

Eug  e  ma,  feeing  C  l  e  r  v  a  l  . 

Ah!  Clerval! 
It  is,  indeed,  a  Trial  of  my  Heart, 
But  not  its  Weaknefs,  Madam. 
Orphisa. 

Fray  retire. 
You  mull  not  meet. 

Eugenia. 
Fate,  Honour,  Love  declare?, 
We  ne'er  muft  meet'again.  [Exit  Eug enia, 

Enter  Clerval. 
Clerval. 
Saw  you  my  Brother,  Madam? 
Orphisa, 
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ORPHISA. 

Not  lately,  Sir. 

Clervai  , 

I  fearch  for  him  in  vain. 
Yet,  I  will  know  each  Circumftance  — 
But,  Madam,  you  can  tell  my  Heart's  Impatience, 
How  does  the  poor  Eugenia  bear  her  J  . 

Orphisa. 
As  one,  who  feels  it,  Sir,  mod  i 
Yet  is  not  quite  dejected. 

Cler  val. 
She  propofes 
Retiring  to  a  Convent  ? 

Orphisa. 
Has  (he,  Sir, 
Another  Choice  ? 

Clerval. 
And  you  attend  her  there  } 
Orphisa. 
You  cannot  doubt  ir.  Sir. 

Clerval. 

I  do  not,  Madam. 
I  know  vour  Goodnefs,  and  you  always  lov'd  her. 
How  will  it  comfort  the  unhappy  Mourner, 
To  have  vour  Fricndfhip  near  her  !   Thus  employ \j 
You  can't  attend  the  neceflary  Cares 

our  Retirement.     Let  it  be  my  Office  — 
Orphisa. 
Your  Office,  Sir  ! 

Clerval. 

You  do  not  doubt  my  Zeal. 
Orphisa. 
tilth  to  fuccour  the  Unfortunate 
Would  do  much  Honour,  Sir,  to  your  Humanity, 
Sir,  you  !  — 

Clerval, 
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Clerval. 

Love  Eugenia  ! 
j  e  ,  with  a  Pafiion  of  fuch  holy  Sort  — 
jBut  I  perceive  her  Delicacy,  Madam, 
Has  taken  the  Alarm.     Then  hear  me  promife, 
By  every  Power  that  guides  our  Hearts'  Affections, 
I  will  not  fee  her,  till  with  your  Confent, 
I  offer  her  my  Hand,  my  Heart,  my  Fortune. 

Orphisa. 
Marry  Eugenia,  Sir  ? 

Clerval. 

Yes,  marrv  her. 
The  chofen  cf  my  Heart,  my  Senfe,  my  Judgment, 
I  know  the  feeble  Reafons  that  oppofe  me. 
Her  Birth,  her  Parents  yet  unknown,  her  Poverty  ; 
Js  fhe  not  rich  in  Virtue  ?  Or  look  r. 
Among  the  titled  Great-Ones  of  the  V 
Do  they  not  fpring  from  fome   ;■■•  .  :    arch's  Flat- 

terer, 
Some  favourite  Miftrefs,  orafabtfi        ...  fter. 
The  Ruin  of  his  Country,  while 
Rolls  down  thro'  many  a  Fool,  thro'  m^.  tilt, 

To  it  now  proud  Pofleflbrs  ? 

Qrphjlsa. 

Dare  you,  cir, 
Jn  bold  Denance  of  the  World,  protefs 
Such  Sentiments  as  thefe  ?  How  will  you  biu{h 
If  poor  Eu  g  enia's  Birth  — 

Clerval. 

My  Soul  is  nVd. 
And,  in  the  Prefence  of  all-feeing  Heaven, 
Here,  Madam,  in  E    genia's  Name,  receive 
My  plighted  Vows,  my  Honour's  holy  Promife, 

Qr  fhjs  a. 
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Orphisa. 
1  do.     Nay  more  ;  in  my  own  Right  receive  them 
Eucekja  i»  my  Daughter. 

Clerval. 

Daughter,  Madam  r 
How  loft,  or  how  reftor'd  ?  What  Ways  of  Wonder ! 
But  wherefore  do  I  afk  ?  Be  mine  t'enjoy 
The  Wonder  that  rcftores  her  ;  to  repeat 
My  Vows  of  Love,  my  Promifcs  of  Truth. 

Orphisa. 
I  muft  not  hear  fuch  Vows.     Your  Promife  too* 
In  unadws'd  and  warmer  Tranfport  given, 
I  render  back  again. 

Clerval. 

You  cannot,  Madam  ; 
Tis  rcgiftrcd  in  Heaven.     The  Saints  have  heard  it. 
Oh  !  Madam,  yet  accept  mv  Services, 
Let  me  be  honour'd  with  your  Confidence, 
And  give  me  Time  to  merit  \oui  Lfteem. 

ORPHISA. 

Re  this  a  Proof,  how  highly  I  eiteem, 
I  low  truly  honour  jou,  that  I  can  truft  vou 
To  find  out  a  Retirement  proper  for  us, 
And  to  provide  fome  prudent,  faithful  Friend, 
(Since  Decency  forbids  ycur  going  with  us) 
In  whom  we  may  confide. 

Clerval. 

My  Diligence  mall  prove, 
How  gladly  I  accept  th*  obliging  Truft. 

Orphisa. 
I  (hall  expect  you,  Sir. 

Clerval. 

On  ih'  Inftant,  Madam  j 
Swift  as  thr  Rapture  of  a  Lover's  Hope.  [Exit. 

Orphisa. 
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Orphisa. 

Now  for  a  Moment's  Thinking,  to  recover 
My  agitated  Spirits.     Wherefore  think  ? 
Vain  Ts  all  human  Thought,  all  human  Aid. 
Come  then,  Religion,  holy,  heaven-born  Maid, 

a  fureft  Refuge  in  our  Day  of  Trouble,  ^ 
To  thy  great  Guidance,  to  thy  ftrong  Protection, 
1  give  my  Child  -  Oh  !  hear  a  Mother's  Prayer  — 
Guide  thou  her  Heart  in  thy  own  facred  Ways, 
And  keep  thine  ever-open  Eye  upon  her, 
That  me  be  greatly  worthy  to  inherit 
Her  Father's  Name  and  Honours.     Gracious  Heaven, 
Behold  her  yet  untainted  Innocence, 
And  Oh  !  reftore  whom  Thou  and  facred  Nature 
Have  made  her  Guide,  her  Guardian,  and  Prote&or, 
In  Youth's  un-uarded  Paths.     Oh  !  Save  her,  Heaven. 

[Exit, 


ACT 
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ACT     V. 

Clerval.     MeRCOUR. 

Mercour. 

WHAT'   ia  the    Meaning,  Clerval,  you  nmft 
know, 
My  Uncle  will  not  lcc  mc  ?  What's  mv  Crime  ? 
Who  my  Accufers  ?  This  his  boafted  Kirmnefs 
"Where  he  profefs'd  to  love  ?  Thefe  light  Sufpicions  i 
Unheard  to  he  condemn'd  ?  Is  this  his  Juiticc  ? 

Ci.ER  VAL. 
"  be,  I  WOltld  net  have  yon  i       i 
A\  Difpleafure  ;  even  in  Pity  to  him  ; 

For  he  has  Griefs,  without  one  added  Sigh, 
To  link  his  Age  for  ever. 

Mbrcour. 

How!   not  vindicate 
unoccnce  ?  Not  tell  him  he  has  wrong'd  me  1 
Let  me  not  think  that  Clerval  means  me  falfely, 

Clerval. 
I  mean  you  falfely  ! 

Merc  cur. 
By  this  Advice  it  feems  fo« 
A  Brother,  jealous  of  a  Brother's  Honour, 
Sure  would  not  thus  advifc  him  ;  would  himfelf 
Believe  him  innocent. 

Ci  F.RVAL. 

Mercour,  farcwel: 
In  this  diftemper'd  Warmth  it  wire  not  fafe 
To  hear,  or  anfwer  you. 

Mftfccoufc. 
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Mercour. 

Yet  tell  me,  Clerval, 
How  I've  offended  ?  Is  it  then  a  Crime 
To  keep  a  painful  Secret  from  his  Heart, 
And  bend  my  fwelling  Spirit,  for  his  Sake, 
To  wed  this  foundling  Girl  ? 

Clerval,  {afide.) 

O  Patience,  Heaven  ! 
Mercour,. 
To  taint  our  Blood,  which  has  thro'  Ages  flow'd 
Unmixt  and  pure  ;  to  ftain  it  with  Diihonour. 

Clerval. 
Can  Virtue  ftain  it  ? 

Mercour. 
Yes,  the  vulgar  Virtue, 
Which  low-born  Spirits  praiKfe.     This  Or  phis  a  — 
This  Governefs —  and  well  (he  fill'd  her  Station, 
For  fhe  was  equal  to  it  —  Say,  what  Virtues 
Can  take  their  R^le  from  her  I  Is  the  Source  foul, 
And  can  the  Stream  be  pure  ?   But  you're  a  Lover, 
And  Love  can  change  th'  unerring  Courfe  of  Natur?- 

Clerval. 
And  yet,  till  this  unhappy  Morn,  your  Heart, 
Your  Tongue,  at  leair,  confefs'd  Eugenia's  Merit- 
Like  me,  you  faw  her  with  a  Lover's  Eye. 
But  theperverfe  and  haughty  Maid,  it  feems, 
From  fome  unnatural  Spirit,  with  Contempt 
Look'd  down  on  Merc.ur's  Greatnefs. 
Mercour. 

With  Contempt 
Look'd  down  upon  me  I 

Clerval. 

No  j  with  th*  inborn  Pride. 

And  Dignity  of  Virtue, 

7.  Mercour- 
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Mercoi 

Clfrvai,  hold. 
L        in  my  Rage  —  I  fee  who  'tis  fupports 
Her  Infolcncc  —  Contempt  !  I  may  forget 
•.jremadeus  Brother  . 

Cllrval. 

Rafh,  light  Man. 
Ruin  like  vour.^  is  privileg'd  to  rail, 

when  it  raves,  tho'  impotent  of  Harm* 
ence  will  ihun  its  Walks,  or  hear  regardlefs, 
anfwer  to  itsFrenzy.  [L*it  Cllrval. 

Mercourj 

Yet,  my  Soul, 
Supprcfs  thy  Rage  :  make  fure  of  your  Revcngf , 
Then  burii  in  Horrors  on  them.     Ha  !  My  Uncle  ! 
Enter  DoRmoND. 
Dor  i  mono. 
So,  Sir  ;   it  fecms  you  will  be  juftified, 
And  with  the  Front  of  Innocence  demand  it. 
But  1  am  ill  at  Kafe  to  hear  th'  Harangues 
Ofpra&is'd  Art. 

Mercgur. 
I'Jl  not  diHurb  your  Quiet. 
And  Heaven,  I  doubt  not,  in  its  own  good  Time,  % 
Will  clear  my  injur'd  Name.  — May  all  its  BleiTings 
Pour'd  with  abundant  Hand,  dwell  ever  round  you. 

[  Pretending  to  go. 
Dor  I  Mr  nd,  {afid>) 
Who  would  not  think  him  innocent !  Stay,  Mercour, 
You  will  be  heard  ?  Will  vindicate  your  Honour  ? 

Mi;rcour. 
I  know  not,  Sir,  of  what  I  am  accus'd ; 
How  I've  offended.      If  it  was  a  Crime, 
That,  in  Obedience  to  the  facred  Will 
Oi  ht  r  who  is  no  more  ;  or  that,  in  Jufticc 
'1  o  het  repenttet  Sorrows,  1  difcovet'd 

4  This 
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This  guilty  Secret,  yet  remember,  Sir, 
How  long  did  I  conceal  it  r  Why  conceal  it, 
But  for  your  Peace  of  Mind  ?  Or  may  I  own, 

In  pity — No — I'll  own  the  fofter  Motive 

In  love  to  poor  Eugenia. 

DORIMOND. 

Love!  Eugenia  ! 

Mercour. 
She  was  £he  firft,  the  only  of  her  Sex, 
Who  ever  fill'd  my  Heart  with  Hopes,  with  Wifhes. 
From  thence,  unpraclis'd  in  the  Lovers'  Arts, 
(Whofe  Bofoms  beat  with  PaiHons,  which  they  feel  not) 
I  told,  with  Nature's  pure  Simplicity, 
My  artlefs  Tale.     She  heard  me  with  Difdain. 
While  I,  to  Reafon  loft,  in  my  Impatience/, 
In  Impotence  of  Rage,  and  mad  Revenge, 

Gave  Way  to  my  Refentment,  and  with  Threats 

1  know  not  what but  I  am  punifh'd  for  it 

Detefted,  hated,  fcorn'd — yet  ftill  I  love. 

DORIMOND. 

My  poor  undone  ./Emilia  !  How  could  Innocence, 
Like  thine,  efcape  the  Snares  of  this  bad  Man  ! 

Mercour  aftde. 
JEuilia  ! 

dorimond. 
Yes,  Emilia;  Hadft  thou  heard 
(But  thou  haft  loft  all  Feelings  of  Humanity) 
The  generous  Maid,  amidft  her  Soul's  Defpair, 
Amidft  the  Shame  and  Blufhes  of  her  Frailty, 
Tell  the  black  Story  of  her  own  undoing 
To  fave  Eugenia  from  thy  Bafenefs.     Heavens ! 

Is't  poiTible  !  How  would  he  talk  of  Virtue- . 

Angels  might  liften  to  him  with  Delight. 
O  Hypocrite,  thy  Boldnefs  ftrikes  at  Heaven, 
And  makes  its  fervid  Saints  appear  Impoftors. 

F  Mer- 
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Mercour.  E4Mh 

Curfe  on  my  Folly,  that  could  rifque  my  Fortune 
Upon  the  wayward  Spirit  of  a  Girl. 

DORIMOND. 

Be  it  one  Pang  to  fuch  a  Heart,  as  thine, 
To  know  that  {he  is  happy  -}  reconcil'd 
To  her  fwect  Peace  of  Mind,  by  holy  Vows, 
That  confecrate  her  future  Life  to  Heaven, 
A  Siller  of  the  Saints.     Oh  !  could  your  Heart 
JRcper-t  the  Crimes,  the  Horrours,  it  was  forming, 
That  Heaven  may  pardon  you.     'Till  then  let  Shame, 
Let  Rage,  Dcfpair,  your  difappointed  Schemes, 
And  Poverty,  which,  worfe  than  Death,  you  dread, 
Be  long  your  Punifhment. 

Mercour. 

Welcome  my  Fate, 
With  all  its  Horrours,  welcome ;  even  with  Poverty. 
R  -pentance — no — my  haughty  Soul  difclaims  it. 
YourGocdncfs — Weaknefs— might,  perhaps,  forgive  me. 

I  will  not  be  forgiven will  not  bend 

To  the  upbraiding  Infolence  of  Pardon. 

Let  me  have  any  Torment,  but  your  Pity. 

And  fincc  we  part  for  ever,  I'll  no  longer 

Difiemble  or  difguife  me.     I'm,  by  Nature, 

What  you  call  Villain.     I'll  enjoy  the  Title; 

Enjoy  that  ardent  Spirit,  which  can  rife 

Above  the  Terrours,  form'd  for  lower  Beings, 

The  fenfelefs  Fears,  that  awe  the  Fools  of  Virtue.  [Exit. 

DORIMOND. 

Where  are   thy  Terrours,    Confcicnce  ?     Where   thy 

Juflice  ? 
That  this  had  Man  dare  boldly  own  his  Crimes, 
Infult  thy  facrcd  Power,  and  glory  in  it. 
But  'tis  the  Frenzy  of  Defpair,  and  Heaven 
Shall  yet  o'crtake  him  in  his  Hours  of  Thinking. 

Enter; 
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Enter  Clerval. 
Clerval. 


Eugenia*  Sir- 


DORIMOND. 

How  fares  the  lovely  Mourner  ? 

Clerval. 
In  Tears  3  but  with  fuch  Dignity  of  Sorrow- 
Sir,  me  implores  you,  by  each  tender  Thought, 
Which  melts  the  Goodnefs  of  our  Hearts  to  Pity, 
That  me  may  throw  her  at  your  Feet,  and  take 
A  laft,  fad,  parting  Blefling  from  her  Father. 

DORIMOND. 

I  am  a  weak,  old  Man,  by  Years  enfeebled, 
By  thefe  Misfortunes  more.     If,  at  this  Diftance, 
The  Thought  of  parting  with  her  wound  my  Life* 
Oh  !  how  {hall  I  divide  my  Soul  from  hers, 
When  mixt  in  nearer  Sorrows !  How  I  dread 
This  cruel,  tender  Parting  !  But  I  muft 

Yes,  I  will  fee  her 'tis  her  Fate  and  mine. 

Clerval  [Jfide, feeing  Eug EN I  A- 
How,  thro'  her  Tears,  with  pale  and  trembling  Radiance; 
The  Eye  of  Beauty  {nines,  and  lights  her  Sorrows  ! 
As  rifes  o'er  the  Storm  fome  filver  Star, 
The  Seaman's  Hope,  and  Promife  of  his  Safety. 

Enter  Eugenia,  Orphisa. 

Eugenia. 
Receive  my  lait  Farewell ;  my  Friend,  my  Father* 
And  with  it  every  tendered  Sentiment 
Of  filial  Love,  of  Gratitude,  and  Duty. 
I  never  fhall  forget  I  was  your  Daughter, 
Nor  {hall  you  blufn,  that  you  were  once  my  Father. 

DORIMOND. 

Child  of  my  Love  ;  my  fole  Delight  and  Joy, 
Think  not  my  Heart  unfeeling  of  thy  Lofs  j 
For  [till  you  hold  a  bofom'J  Intereft  here. 

G  Ycu 
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You  live  among  the  fofteft  Feelings  here— • 
Nature  has  none,  more  exquifitely  tender. 

Clerval.  [Afide. 

Now  Pity,  Love,  and  Grief,  unite  your  Powers  ; 
Let  them  not  part make  it  impoflible. 

DORIMOND,    to  OrPHISA. 

Orphisa,  I  have  wrong'd  you.     Pray,  forgive  me. 
Sufpicion  is    the  Frailty  of  old  Age. 

1  be  Weaknefs  of  my  Heart 

Orphisa. 

No,  Sir,  its  Goodnefs, 
Its  unfufpe£ling  Confidence  decerv'd  you. 

Clerval,  [to  Dorimond. 

How  noble,  Sir,  how  generous  ! 
Dorimond. 

Well,  Orphisa. 
To  make  you  fome  Amends  for  fuch  an  Infult, 
Take,  to  your  Care,  my  lov'd,  my  dear  Eugenia, 
My  Daughter  and  your  own. 

Orphisa. 

Your  Daughter,  Sir !. 
Dorimond. 
The  Daughter  of  my  Choice;  of  my  Efteem  ; 
If  not  by  Nature,  yet  by  Law,  my  Daughter. 
Eugenia,  I  adopt  you.     Enter,  Child, 
Into  your  Rights  ;  nay,  more  ;    here  take  PofTeflion 
Of  a  fond  Father's  Love. 

Eugenia. 

The  tender  Treafure  ! 
"ill  Heart  pours  forth  its  beft  AfFe&ions, 

'I  hi  ■'  Vein,  to  meet  and  to  receive 

Oli  !  may  I,  Sir,  deferve  it.     Thus  rcftor'd 
To  all  I  .  Charities    of  Nature, 

Of  Father,  .  [other,  Child,  where  fhall  my  Wonder, 
gin — Oh  !  where  my  Gratitude  ! 
Clerval, 
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Clerval,    turning  to   Dorimond,   with  great 
Agitatitn. 
While  your  full  Hand  is  dealing  Bleflings  round  you, 
Oh  !   blefs  me  too,   my  Uncle,     Give  my  Soul 
Its  only  Widi  of  Happinefs  hereafter. 

Dorimond. 
Whence  are  thefe  Tranfports ! 

Clerval. 

Was  it  pofTible, 
Converfing  with  her  Lovelinefs,  and  gazing 
On  Beauty's  perfect  Form  to  gaze  uncharm'd  ? 

Dorimond. 
Form'd  as  ye  are  to  make  each  other  happy, 
How  mall  I  joy  to  fee  your  Loves  united  ! 

OOrphisA* 
Here,  Madam,  join  with  mine  a  Mother's  Bleffing, 
And  make  my  Nephew  happy. 

Clerval. 

O  my  Uncle  ! 
Dorimond. 
And,  if  I  judge  aright,  a  kind  Confenting 
Kindles  its  Blufhes  on  Eugenia's  Cheek. 

Orphisa. 
What  Language  can  refufe  this  offer'd  Bounty, 
Yet  fpeak  me  not  ungrateful.     There  were  Days, 
The  happiefl  of  my  Life,  when  to  have  ieen 
My  Daughter  wedded  to  your  Nephew's  Merit, 
Had  been  my  higheft  Pride.     But  now  my  Fate 
Permits  me  to  receive,  of  all  your  Goodnefs, 
Only  that  promib'd,  kind  Retreat. 
Dorimond. 

Refus'd  ! 
At  fuch  a  Time,  and  in  fuch  Circumftances  !• 

Clerval. 
Fal'n  from  my  WUhes*  Height,  a  Lover's  Hope, 

When  I  had  raised  Imagination  high 

G  2  OrphisAj 
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Orphisa  to  Clerval. 
Sir,  you  may  break  my  Heart,  not  bend  its  Purpofc. 
I  will  not  offer  you  a  ufclefs  Pity, 
And  more  I  cannot  give.  [turning  to  Dorimond. 

Sir,  if  I've  robb'd 
My  Child  of  Riches,  Titles,  Friends,  Alliance, 
(Oh  !  judge  me  in  the  Goodnefs  of  your  Heart) 
Muft  there  not  be  fome  Caufe,  fome  wond'rous  Motive  ? 

Dorimond. 
Indeed  'tis  Wonder  all. 

Orphisa. 

I  own  your  Goodnefs 
Defervcs  much  more  than  mere  Acknowledgment 3 
Demands  my  utmoft  Confidence,  as  far 
As  Duty  will  permit  me.     Can  I,  Sir, 
Difpofe  of  her  in  Marriage  ?  Is  £he  mine  I- — - 

Dorimond. 
Not  yours ! 

Orphisa. 

Not  mine  alone.     Or  can  I  violate 
A  Father's  Right  to  give  away  his  Child  ? 

Eugenia. 
My  Father  living  I 

Orphic. 

Yes ,  he  lives,  E 1:  c  e  n i  A , 
And  the  fwcet  Hope  comes  failing  to  my  Heart, 
That  Heaven,  whofc  Mercy  thus  reitores  my  Child, 
Will  give  him  to  my  Vows,  my  Tears,  my  Hopes        ■ 
To  my  Dcfpair,  will  give  him. 

Eugenia. 

Where,  where  is  he  ? 
Oh  !  teach  my  Love,  my  Piety  to  find  him. 

Orphisa. 
Wherc-cVr  he  is,  ye  Heavenly  Iloft  protect  him. 
Ye  Angels,  y§,  who  with  Delight  behold  him 
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Iii  your  own  Likenefs  form'd,  in  perfecl:  Goodnefs  j 
&nd  ye,  our  miniitring  Spirits  here  on  Earth, 
Honour  and  Virtue,  ftrongly  hover  round  him, 
For  where  he  is  ye  dwell.     Oh!  pardon  me     [to  Dor. 
This  Rapture  of  involuntary  Praife. 

Delville  behind  the  Scenes. 
Come,  Clerval,  come  j  direct  me,  guide  me  to  her. 
The  fweet  Support,  and  Hope,  of  my  Misfortunes. 

O  R  P  H 1  s  A  Jtarting, 
Ye  Powers,  what  Voice  was  there  ! 

Clerval  to  Dorimond. 
That  noble  Friend^ 

Of  whofe  Misfortunes,  Sir 

Enter  Delville. 
Orphisa. 

AH  gracious  Providence 
That  giv'ft  to  Things  unreal  fuch  ftrong  Seemings, 

Still,  ft  ill  continue  the  belov'd  Illufion 

It  is  too  ftrong  a  Joy  to  bear,  and  live.  [Fainting, 

Delville. 
JTis  me ;  'tis  (he ;  her  Heart  confefTes  me. 
Thanks  to  our  Woes,  this  firft  Embrace  is  theirs, 

[Catching  her  in  his  Arms* 
And  I'll  enjoy  their  Bounty.     See,  my  Clerval, 
Like  a  kind  Mafter,  abfent  long  from  home, 
The  Soul  with  Smiles  returns  to  its  fair  Dwelling ; 
Flows  through  the  purple  Chambers  of  the  Heart, 
Where  Life  refides,  to  fee  that  all  is  well, 
And  wakes  her  kindling  Beauties  to  their  Luftre, 

Orphisa, 
Lord  of  my  Life  \  then  Heaven  declares  its  Power 
In  doing  Acts  of  Mercy.     How  the  Joys, 
That  mould,  for  Years,  have  fill'd  the  Arms  of  Love, 
Collected,  pour  their  Tranfports  on  my  Heart, 
Unutterable  Blifs !  Come,  my  Eugenia, 
Here  pay  the  Dutv,  that  a  Father  claims, 
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Eugenia  kneeling. 
Accept  it,  Sir,  in  Tears  of  Love  and  Rapture. 

Delville. 
Eugenia  mine  !  my  Daughter !  This  the  Offspring, 
Thus  wondrous  fair,  of  our  unhappy  Loves, 
Thus  excellent,  thus  amiable  in  Virtue? 
What  can  a  Father's  Fondnefs  Wifh  you  more, 
Than  to  continue  what  you  arc  ?    O  Clerval, 
Thou  excellent  young  Man,  to  whom  I  owe 
My  Friends,  my  Country,  and  my  Sovereign's  Favour, 
And  thefe  more  heart- felt  Blcfiings,  Love  and  Nature, 
What  Gratitude  can  thank  you  ?     [Turning  to  Orphis  a 

and  Eugenia. 
Clerval. 

If  to  be 
A  willing  Inftrument  of  Providence 
Defervc  your  Thanks 

DoRIMOND. 

Let  me,  my  Lord,  ailifl: 
His  fpeechlefs  Willies. 

Delville. 

Sir,  I  underftand  them. 
Come,  my  Eugenia,  youfhall  pay  him  for  mc, 
Such  Thanks  as  he  deferves  ;  for  I  have  prov'd  it 
That  Woman,  [pointing  /oOrphisa]   tender,  amiable, 

and  conftant, 
L  Virtue's  belt  Reward. 

Clerval. 

Bled  to  my  Wifh, 

nd  my  warmeft  Hope Eugenia's  mine, 

Eugenia. 
And  mine,  without  a  Blufb,  to  own  my  Happinefs. 

Delville  to  Durimond. 
But,  Sir,  to  you,  the  guardian  Friend  of  Innocence 
(For  here  fhc  dwells,  and  Dokimond  protects  her) 
What  Thanks  are  due  ;  DoRi- 
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DORIMOKD. 

This  Gufli  of  Joy,  thefe  Tears 
This  Rapture,  that  o'erflows  my  Heart,  let  them, 
For  they  alone  can  tell  you,  how  I  feel 
This  Hour  of  Happinefs —  [embracing  Eugenia.]  Once 

more,  my  Child, 
Indulge  an  old  Man's  Love,  whofe  Weaknefs  thus 
Pours  his  Heart's  Bleflings  on  thee. 
Eugenia. 
Thus  I  meet 
With  equal,  grateful  Joy,  the  tender  Tranfport. 

Delville. 
Here  let  us  paufe ;  with  humble  Adoration 
Behold  the  Maze,  thro'  which  th'  eternal  Mercy 
Hath  guided  us  to  Happinefs.     Orphisa, 

When  for  my  Crime Oh  !  could  no  other  Punifhment 

Attone  its  Guilt !  ■      »The  Law,  with  rigorous  Hand, 
Turn'd  out  thy  Softnefs  to  Defpair  and  Anguifh— - 

Dorimond. 
Nobly  (he  fcorn'd  to  bend  her  Dignity, 
And  your  great  Name,  to  the  World's  proud  Companion.' 

Then  chofe  this  humble  Station ;  this  Retreat 

Delville. 
And  you,  my  generous  Youth,  whofe  Love  of  Virtue 

Woo'd  my  Eugenia's  Beauties,  even  in  Ruin 

A  Father's  Thanks  are  thine. 

Clerval. 

Not  mine,  my  Lord. 
Give  them  to  her,  who  taught  me  how  to  love  ; 
All  Praife  was  made  for  her;  all  Joy  and  Tranfport, 

Delville. 
Praife  is  the  facred  Attribute  of  Heaven. 
*Tis  ours  alone,  with  humble,  grateful  Hearts 
T'  employ  the  gracious  Inltinccs  it  beftows 
To  our  own  Honour,  Happinefs  and  Virtue ; 
For  Happinefs  and  Virtue  are  the  fame, 

tbe  E  N  D, 


EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  Colley  Cibbcr,  Efq$ 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Pr  it  chard. 

OF  all  the  various  Wonders  Wit  can  do+  J 

(Whether  to  pleafe  the  Many,  or  the  Few)  C 

None  charms  an  Audience -like  a  Stroke,   that's  new.  J 

Now  this  choice  Secret  found,  I  dare  engage^ 
Has  brought  our  folemn  Champion  to  the  Stage, 
As  if,  to  reach  this  Merit,  were  no  more, 
nan  juji  to  write as  none  e'er  wrote  be  fori. 

JVhy  here's  a  Play  now of  what  Kind  to  call  it     -% 

1  know  no  more  than of  what  will  bej'al  it  (^ 

Wbtthtr  the  Critics  Praije——or  bolder  Bucks  foall  i 
maul  it m,  J 

In  France  'twas  Comedy  ;  but  here  'tis  Tragic  ! 
And  all  by  dint  of  pure  poetic  Magic 
Mijlake  me  not,  I  don't  by  this  aver, 
That  cv'ry  Poet  is  a  Conjurer  j 
Ours  is  all  Sentiment,  blank  Verfe,  and  Virtue j 

Dijirefs But  yet  no  Bloodjhed  to  divert  ye. 

Such  Plays  in  France  perhaps  may  cut  a  Figure  ; 

But  to  our  Critics  hen  they're  mere  Soup- meagre  y 

Tho'  there  they  never  Jiain  their  Stage  ivith  Bloody 

Tet  Englifh  Stomachs  love  fubjlantial  Food. 

Give  us  !  the  Lightning's  Blaze,  the  Thunder's  Roll! 

The  pointed  Dagger,  and  the  pois'ning  Bowl ! 

Let  Drums  and  Trumpets  Clangor  /well  the  Scene, 

Till  the  gor'd  Battle  bleed  in  evry  Vein. 

IVe  love  the  Mufes  animating  Spark, 

Till  Gods  meet  Gods  and  jujllc  in  the  Dark  ! 

Tins  now  did  jomething  in  the  D  ■      fTi  rt% 

JVhcn  Lungs  heroic  made  the  Galleries  roar. 

As  for  our  Bard,  the  fatal  Die  is  thrown, 

And  now  the  Queflion  is- What  Jays  the  Town, 

Has  he  thrown  in,  or  is  the  Dupe  undone  ? 
Tet  on  your  Ju/lice  boldly  he  relit  J, 
No  Party  form  d,  no  partial  Fricndfhip  tried. 
Tho'  Love  of  Praife  his  inmoj}  Sou!  inflame, 
All  feign'  d,   or  forcd  Applauj,  beiarti  difclaim, 
Your  Candour— no — Your  Judgment  be  bis  Fame, 


PROLOGUE. 

Written  and  fpoken  by  Mr.  GARRICK. 

CT*0  damn,  or  not that  is  the  QueJIion  now, 

-*■     Whether  'tis  beft  to  deck  the  Poet's  Brow  ; 
With  Hands  and  Hearts  unanimous  befriend  him, 
Or  take  up  Arms,  and  by  oppofmg  end  him-r-  f 
But  hold,  hi  fore  you  give  the  fatal  Word, 
I  beg  that  1,  as  Council  may  be  heard% 
And  what  few  Council  ever  yet  have  done, 
Til  take  no  Bribe,  and  yet  plead  Pro  and  Con. 
Firfl  for  the  Town  and  Us — s — I  fee  feme  Danger^ 
Should  you  too  kindly  treat  this  reverend  Stranger  ; 
If  fuch  good  Folks,  thefe  JVits  of  graver  Sort, 
Should  here  ufurp  a  Right  to  fpoil  your  Sport ; 
And  curb  our  Stage  fo  wanton,  bold  and  free  I 
To  the  flricl  Limits  of  their  Purity  ; 
Should  dare  in  Theatres  reform  Abufes, 
And  turn  our  Aclreffes  to  pious  Ufes  ! 
Farewell  the  joyous  Spirit -flirring  Scene  ! 

Farewell  the the- — you  guefs  the  Thing  I  mean  ! 

If  this  wife  Scheme,  fo  fober  and  fo  new  / 
Should  pafs  with  us,  would  it  go  down  with  you  f 
Should  we  fo  often  fee  your  well-known  Faces  P 
Or  would  the  Ladies  fend  fo  fajl  for  Places  ?—- 

Now  for  the  Author— — -His  poetic  Brat 
Throughout  the  Town  occafions  various  Chat ; 
IVhat  fay  the  Snarlers  ?- — 'Tis  a  French  Tranfation, 
That  we  deny,  but  plead  an  Imitation, 
Such  as  we  hope  will  pleafe  a  free-born  Nation. 
His  Mufe,  too'  much  too  grave  to  drefs  or  dance, 
For  fame  Materials  took  a  Trip  to  France  ; 
She  owns  the  Debt,  nor  thinks  Jhe  Jhall  appear, 
Like  our  fpruce  Youths,  the  worfe  for  going  there  ; 
Tho'  Jhe  has  dealt  before  in  Jportive  Song, 
This  is  her  firft  Stage-Flight,  and  f  would  be  wrong, 
Nay  poaching  too,  to  kill  your  Bards  too  young. 
Poets,  like  poxes,  make  Lejt  Sport,  when  old, 
The  Chafe  is  good,  when  both  are  hard  and  bold; 
Do  you,  like  other  Sportfmen  then,  take  heed, 
If  you  deflroy  the  JVlielps,  you  fpoil  the  Breed; 
Let  him  write  on,  acquire  feme  little  Fame, 
Then  hunt  him,  Critics,  he'll  be  noble  Game, 

8  Advir 


Advertisement. 

7T  may  not  be  improper  to  tell  an  Eqgliih  Reader  fome 
Circumjiances  of  this  Play.  The  Char  after  of 
./Emilia,  confequently  her  Seer.es  with  Mercour,  it 
wholly  netv.  The  Fable,  excepting  fome  Alterations, 
which  fecmed  neeeffary,  with  regard  to  the  Difference  of 
the  French  and  Englifh  Stage,  is  taken  from  a  Comedy 
fublijhed  lajl  Year  by  Madame  Grafigny. 

Let  me  be  permitted  to  take  this  Opportunity  of  return- 
ing  my  bejl  Thanks  to  the  frderal  Performers,  for  the 
Chearfulnefs,  with  which  they  went  through  the  Fatigue 
ef  Rehearfing  and  Afting.  The  Public  is  the  be/?  fudge 
of  their  Alerit,  and  its  Favour  the  heft  Proof  of  it, 

Mr.  Garrick  is  intitled  to  my  fmcerejl  Gratitude,  for 
bis  Performance  as  an  AeJor,  and  for  his  Punctuality, 
as  a  Manager ;  but  his  Affiflance  in  a  thoufand  Altera- 
tions, his  flrong  good  Senfe,  with  that  Spirit  of  Tl)eatrical 
Criticifm,  which  is  his  peculiar  natural  Genius,  give  him 
a  Right  to  a  great  Share  of  that  Applauf,  with  which 
this  Play  was  received.  The  refi  is  Friendjhip  and 
Ejhcm* 
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